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Use    Your    Present 
Ice-Box 

The  cooling  lank  >s  placed  in 
the  ice  chamber  instead  of  ice 
in  your  present  ice-box.  The 
mechanical  unit  is  placed  in  tht 
basement  or  some  other  out-of- 
the-way  place. 


*250.00 

F.O.B.  Windsor, 
Ont.,  complete  and 
ready  to  install  in 
your  present  ice-box 


In  the  dark  and  worried   past, 

We  fussed  with   ice  that  did   not   last 

Then,  one  bright  and  happy  day 

The  Little  Ice  Cubes  came  our  way. 


Behold!     The  Ice-man  comes  no  more 
To  leave  his  mud  tracks  on  the  floor. 

It  really  was  an  awful   price 

We  had  to  pay  for  melting  ice. 


Now,  in  a  manner  automatic, 

Our  food  is  just  as  in  the  Arctic. 
Our  drinks  keep  cool,  desserts  so  nice, 

With  Ice-O-Matic  cubes  of  icel 

ice-o-matic  refrigeration  company,  limited 

WINDSOR  ::  ::  ^       ONTARIO 


irvatic  Refrigeration, 


Goblin 


CANADIAN   SCHOOL  OF  AVIATION 


Dear  Sirs:  304  STAIR  BLDG..  TORONTO 

Kindly  send  immediately  your  free  booklet  on  Commercial  Aviation.     It  is  understood  that  this  request  places  me 
under  no  obligation, 

NAME 


ST.  ADDRESS CITY. 


"Such  a  Lovely  Time!' 

Five  Ladies  of  an  Evening 


By  RICARDO 


Hannah,  the  hostess:  Has 
such  delightful  "affairs" 
(nothing  naughty , you  know) . 
In  the  portrait  above  some- 
one has  fust  said  "Black 
Bottom." 


Celeste:  Strictly  sport 
model,  runs  better  in  the 
night  air.  Must  be  kept 
well-oiled  for  best  results. 


Pansy:  This  type  is  self- 
starting  and  almost  imposs- 
ible to  stop.  Has  a  Charles- 
ton that  makes  Ann  Penn- 
ington look  like  Lot's  wife, 
and  the  occupants  of  the 
apartment  below  look  like 
Sodom  and  Gomorrah. 


Gertrude,  the  dear!  She 
thinks  love  is  simply  won- 
derful and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  So  far  she  has  eluded 
the  eager  males  for  thirty -two 
summers.  She  has  fust 
asked  the  lad  at  the  piano  to 
play  "I  might  be  your  once- 
in-a-while."  Rather  risque, 
but  then — 


Cassandra:  Talks  ether ially  Chek- 
hov and  Ibsen,  but  prefers  roast  beef 
to  caviar.  Her  Mona  Lisa  smile  is 
caused  by  the  announcement  that 
supper  is  served. 


VOLUME  VII 


TORONTO,  MARCH,  1927 


NUMBER  7 


The  Gentlemanly  Art 

Dedicated  to  Mr.   Tunney 

THE  champion  led  with  a  smok-  Asked  the  champ,  as  he  blocked 

ing  left  a  lead. 

And,   "I'm  sorry,  sir,"  said  he.  The    challenger    covered    up    and 

The  challenger  ducked  and,  coun-  said: 


tering,   begged, 
-  "I  hope  you'll  pardon  me." 

Then     the     challenger     hooked     a 
vicious   right 
And  the  champion  sagged  at  the 
knees. 
Said  the  challenger,  "I  apologize"; 
Said     the    champ,     "Forget    it, 
please." 

A  man  was  arrested  for  assault 
"Do    you    enjoy    George    Bernard     and     battery     and     was     brought 
Shaw?"  before  the  judge. 


"Very  much  indeed." 

A  clinch — the  referee  pried  them 
loose 

And  they  thanked  him  fervently. 
"Youse  boys  has  got  me  guessin' 

Spoke  the  puzzled  referee. 

— Ralph    Campbell. 

*        *        * 

Oh,  My! 


Judge:  "What  is  your  name, 
occupation  and  what  are  you 
charged  with?" 

Victim:  "My  name  is  Sparks, 
I  am  an  electrician  and  I'm  char- 
ged with  battery." 

Judge  (after  recovering  his 
equilibrium):  "Officer,  put  this  guy 
in  a  dry  cell!" 


We  are  now  ready  to  believe 
that  science  will  soon  make  it 
possible  for  New  York  to  talk  by 
wireless  to  Berlin,  Moscow,  Han- 
kow, Mars,  and  even,  when  the 
rates  are  substantially  reduced, 
Scotland. 


"Irtes  pJVf£f\ 


The  Gal:  "You're  the  fresh  hid  what  was  yelliri  names  at  me  yesterday.     I've  a  mind  to  smack  yu!' 
The  Boy:  "Yes,  ya  coward!     Pick  on  a  guy  when  yer  got  yer  whole  gang  wit  yer!" 
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"Beauty  Contests!      Ugh!      Nothing  but  a  revival  of  the  slave  mart, 
I  calls  it!" 


Inverted  Commas 

Her  letter  came: 
Dear  Mr.  Snodgrass: 

We  are  going  to  have  a  bit  of  a 
"shindig"  up  at  our  place  at  the 
lake  over  the  week-end  of  the 
tenth.  Can  you  come?  We  ex- 
pect to  have  a  "bully  good  time," 
as  the  boys  say,  so  I  certainly  hope 
you'll  be  able  to  "make"  it. 
Yours  sincerely, 

Elizabeth  Wells. 

My  letter  went: 
Dear   Mrs.    "Wells": 

Many  "thanks"  for  the  "in- 
vitation." It  was  certainly  "aw- 
fully good"  of  you  to  "ask"  me. 
I  "i*egret"  that  "previous  en- 
gagements" will  prevent  me  from 
being  "with"  you,  but  hope  that, 
in  spite  of  this  "fact,"  you  will 
still  have,  as  you  say  the  "boys" 
say,  a  "bully  good  time.'" 
Yours  very  "truly," 
"Oscar"  Snodgrass. 

— Huron   Barnes. 


A  Modern  Nursery  Rhyme 

"Children  are  a  lot  of  trouble," 
Sighed    distracted    Mrs.    Hubbell. 
"Yes,"  said  saucy  little  Clarence, 
"But,  dear  mother,  so  are  parents." 

—  Tom    dc    Plume. 


Startling  Effect  of  Spring 

/"\H,  I  went  out  a-walking  in  the 

middle  of  the  town, 
When     the    streets    were    full     of 

springtime,    and    the    air    was 

soft  as  down; 
I     swore     I'd    never    weep    again, 

wherever  I  should  go; 
And   I   winked  upon  a   traffic  cop, 

because  I  liked  him  so. 
I    bought   a    bag   of   peanuts,    and 

a  new  Fedora  grey 
And   I   climbed  upon  the  roof  and 

threw  the  other  one  away. 
And    everywhere     I     went,     what 

should  I  be  thinking  of, 
But  a  letter   I   was  writing  in  my 

heart  and  to  my  love! 

— Stephen  Moon. 


One  on  Father 

pATHER:    "And     now,     Willie, 
suppose     you    define    a    super- 
heterodyne for  me." 

Willie:  "Well,  big  boy,  here 
you  are:  Superheterodyne  re- 
ception may  be  most  accurately 
defined  as  a  method  of  radio 
reception  in  which  with  the  current 
from  the  local  oscillator  is 
combined  the  incoming  current 
and  then  converted  into  a  current 
of  an  intermediate  frequency 
which  is  subsequently  amplified 
and  detected  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  reproduce  the  original  signal 
wave!" 

Explanation:  The  point  of  this 
joke  is  that,  as  ought  to  be  ob- 
vious at  a  glance  to  anyone  with 
sufficient  penetration,  Willie  has 
been  taking  his  father  for  a  ride. 
Now  it  is  all  very  well  for  a  person 
to  maintain,  as  Willie  does,  that, 
carrying  this  premise  to  its  logi- 
cal conclusion,  such  a  state  of 
affairs  in  the  condenser  would 
lead  to  distortion  in  the  lower 
tonal  range,  but  how  is  one  going 
to  correlate  the  present  accepted 
facts  about  total  metal  shielding 
with  such  an  outworn  definition 
of  tertiary  amplification?  There 
is  an  Ethiopian  in  the  woodpile 
somewhere. 

On  the  other  hand,  by  neglecting 
to  qualify  his  statement  with  the 
admission  that  the  ordinary  type 
1 99  radiotron  is  worse  than  use- 
less hitched  in  series  with  a  step- 
down  detector  coil,  this  youngster 
has  laid  himself  open — and  des- 
ervedly so,  I  may  say — to  the 
accusation  of  being  opposed  to 
Government  apportionment  of 
wave-lengths  and  of  harboring  the 
ridiculous  belief  that  the  loop  type 
of  antenna  coupled  with  ninety  or 
more  volts  of  B  battery  (connec- 
ted in  parallel)  will  lead  to  over- 
charging in  the  secondary  cir- 
cuit with  possible  disastrous  results 
in  the  grid  leak  if.  a  wave  trap  is 
not  used.  All  in  all,  it  begins 
to  look  as  though  Willie  ought  to 
be  spanked  and  put  to  bed  with- 
out any  supper. 

— Park.e  Cummings. 


G9DLIN 


Judge:  "Rastus,  you  are  up 
Rastus:   "Fine,  J  edge;  bring 

Uncle  Jim 

A  UNT  Jane  could  make  our  Uncle  Jim 

Feel  awful  small  by  scolding  him, 
But  I  am  sure  she  never  meant 
To  cause  the  dreadful  accident 

That  took  him  from  us.      In  his  bath 
One  day  his  splashing  roused  her  wrath; 
She  put  her  mouth  beside  the  key 
And  scolded  him  most  frightfully. 

Her  words  came  sizzling  through  the  door, 
The  dreadful  threats  he'd  heard  before; 
And  as  she  poured  her  wrathful  holler 
Poor  Uncle  Jim  grew  small  and  smaller. 

He  shrank  and  shrank  to  hear  her  scold, 
Then,  with  a  peaceful  sigh,   I'm  told, 


here  for  intoxication." 
on  the  intoxication!" 


While  from  old  threats  she  passed  to  newer, 
Went  down  the  drain  and  out  the  sewer. 

— Joseph  Schull. 

*  *        * 

A  Drastic  Method 

"Let's  stowaway  on  that  air  liner  for  America," 
suggested  the  would-be  emigrant. 

"Not  that  one,''  objected  the  other.  "That  cap- 
tain always  ties  the  stowaways    to    parachutes    and 

drops  them  in  Ireland.'' 

*  *        * 

The  Missing  One 

"How  many  sons  have  you,  Mr.  Jones?''  asked 
the  new  neighbour. 

"Two  living  and  one  that  became  a  saxophone 
player,''  sadly  replied  Mr.  Jones. 
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Critic:  "So  you  drew  this  picture  with  your  left  hand?" 
Aspiring  Artist:  "Yes,  sir." 
Critic:  "Well,  that's  no  excuse!" 

Tellin'  the  Bees 


COME  fifty  odd— and  they  will 
probably  get  even  odder — 
students  have  volunteered  to  be 
innoculated  with  the  serum  of 
bees,  spiders  and  other  such  quaint 
pets  in  the  interest  of  science — 
pardon  us — Science.  The  idea, 
as  far  as  we  can  ascertain,  is  to 
discover  their  reactions  to  these 
injections. 

Scene:  The  home  of  Miss  Mary 
Hopkins  and  her  brother  Philip, 
both  of  whom  have  submitted 
themselves  to  the  experiment  and 
are  home  from  college  on  vacation. 

They  are  discovered  in  confer- 
ence with  Mrs.  Hopkins. 

Mrs.  Hopkins:  "And  you've  en- 
joyed the  experiment?" 

Both:  "Tremendously." 

Mrs.  H.:  "So  glad  to  hear  it. 
Now  this  afternoon,  Mary,  I've 
arranged  for  you  to  go  to  a  matinee 
with — why  what's  the  matter, 
child?  You  look  disappointed." 

Mary:  "Mother,  somehow  I  just 
don't  seem  to  want  to  gad  about 


any  more.  I  want — I  want — 
(suddenly)  Have  we  got  a  spin- 
ning wheel  in  the  house?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "A  what?" 

Mary:  "A  spinning  wheel.  I 
want  to  spin,  mother,  I  want  to 
spin  worse  than  you'll  ever  know. 
I  do.  I  do!  I  DO!  (She  becomes 
a  bit  hysterical.) 

Mrs.  H. :  "There,  there,  child, 
don't  cry  like  that;  you  shall 
have  a  spinning  wheel  as  soon  as 
I  can  get  one  sent  up  here — al- 
though I'm  sure  I  never  heard 
of  anyone  in  this  generation  who'd 
rather — "  (She  is  interrupted  by 
the  extraordinary  tactics  of  Phil- 
lip. He  has  seen  a  vase  of  hot- 
house nasturtiums  and  has  made 
a  bee-line  (apologies;  this  slipped 
out  before  we  realized  it)  for  them. 
He  is  entranced.) 

Phillip:  "I  want  a  comb,  and 
I  want  it  damn  quick." 

Mrs.  H:  "A  comb?  Did  you 
forget  to  pack  yours?" 

Phillip:  "B-zzz!     B-zzz!     Don't 


be  sil,  mother.     I   mean  a    honey 
comb." 

Mary:  "Yes,  mother,  he  makes 
the  most  adorable  honey."  (Moth- 
er threatens  to  become  slightly 
unsettled,  but  is  deterred  from 
strenuous  comment  by  the  un- 
heralded entrance  of  seven-year- 
old  Johnny,  her  youngest.) 

Phillip  (enthusiastically):  "Hel- 
lo, kid!  And  how  have  you  been? 
Come  over  here,  old  boy,  I've 
brought  you  home  a  nifty  present 
from  college."  (He  takes  him  over 
to  the  corner.  Suddenly  there  is  a 
frenzied  yell.) 

Johnny:  "Ow!  That's  a  dirty 
low-down  trick!" 

Mrs.  H:  Johnny.  What  on 
earth  is  the  matter?" 

Johnny:  "Phil  went  and  stuck 
a  great  big  sort  of  a  needle  in  my 
arm.     It  hurt." 

Mrs.  H:  "Phillip!" 

Phillip:  "It's  all  right,  mother; 
it  was  just  fly  serum.  He's  going 
to  love  it  when  he  gets  the  re- 
action." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Phillip,  you  shouldn't 
have.  It  may  be  habit-forming. 
And  as  for  the  modern  college — 
well,  I  can  tell  you  one  thing: 
neither  of  you  children  are  going 
back  there." 

Both:  ''Mother,  please!" 

Mrs.  H.:  "No!  That's  final.  And 
what's  more — John  Theodore  Hop- 
kins! You  come  down  off  that 
ceiling  immediately.  Do  you  hear 
me?  Immediately. 

And  I  guess  that's  about  all 
there  is  to  that. 

— Parke  Cummings. 
*       *       * 

Circumstantial  Evidence 

A  farmer  who  was  known  for 
tight-fisted  proclivities,  and  who 
had  driven  into  town  with  a  load  of 
hogs,  was  phoning  his  wife. 

"Elsie,"  he  said,  "what  kind  of 
earrings  was  it  you  said  you 
wanted?" 

"Earrings?"  exclaimed  his  wife 
who  had  ordered  herring.  "Don- 
ald Angus,  don't  you  touch  another 
drop!" 


The  Telephone 

The  telephone  was  invented  by 
Alexander  Graham  Bell  after  years 
of  experimenting  with  the  human 
ear.  It  was  only  with  the  greatest 
difficulty  that  its  inventor  was  able 
to  impress  upon  the  judges 
at  the  Philadelphia  Centen- 
nial the  tremendous  impor- 
tance of  his  work..  To-day 
thousands  of  loyal  souls 
brave  hardship  and  fatigue 
to  heep  connections  intact; 
scientists,  linesmen  and 
switchboard  operators  labor 
ceaselessly  that  the  human 
voice  may  send  its  great 
messages    across   the    miles. 

Hello,  is  that  you,  Clara? 

Hello,  Maisie,  how's 
ev'rything? 

Oh,  just  fine.  How's 
ev'rything  with  you? 

Oh,  just  fine.  Watcha 
been  doing  lately? 

Oh,  nothing  much;  went 
to  th'  show  last  night  with 
Harry. 

That's  nice. 

Watchu  been  doing? 

Oh,  nothing  much;  gotta 
hat  yesterday.  'S  a  crime 
the  prices  this  spring. 

You  said  it. 

(An  hour  passes.) 

I  saw  Mabel  with  Jim 
Crosby  again  las'  night — 
mustava  case. 

Ah-ha!  I  guess  so;  a  case 


NEW  YORK,  March  7  (Leased 
Wire  Dispatch). — Spurred  by 
the  deafening  cheers  of  count- 
less thousands,  Orin  J.  Winkus, 
67,  a  survivor  of  the  decade  now 
popularly  known  as  the  "Terri- 
fying Twenties,"  to-day  succeeded 
in  walking  one  block  in  Broadway, 
to  win  over  79  other  contestants 
the  $50,000  stake  posted  by  Ham- 
ilton Hepps,  president  of  the  Non- 
Elastic  Rubber  Doughnut  Cor- 
portaion. 

Winkus  plodded  to  victory  down 
a  narrow  aisle  between  parked 
cars  filled  with  shouting  motor- 
ists,  in    57   minutes   and   3-5   sec- 
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of  bad  eyesight  I'd  say. 

Well,  so  long;  see  you  soon. 

Goodbye,    dear;  give  me   a   call 
some  time. 

— Don  Jose. 


Leerie 

By  Ron  Everson 

EERIE  lives  in  ways  like  these: 
Always  stops  to  speak  to  trees; 
Always  lifts  his  cap  to  cows 
In  the  bottoms  where  the  browse; 
Hails  the  birds  within  the  sky; 
Dragon-flower  and  dragon-fly, 


Violet  shadows  on  a  hill, 

Hoary  water  by  the  mill — 

Pastor  Smith  and  moon  and  veerie, 

All  are  spoken  to  by  Leerie. 

Not  discriminating,  he 

Lives  exceeding  happily. 


My  Big  Chance 

[  TOO,  might  have  been  famous. 
I   had  my  big  chance.       I    was 
having      dinner      with      Cardinal 
Wolsey,    the   underwear   magnate. 
"Jim,"     said     he,     "if     you     will 
walk     from     Toronto     to 
Montreal  dressed  only  in  a 
suit  of  our  underwear  I  will 
pay  you  twenty-five  thou- 
sand dollars.     In  addition 
to  that  you  will  undoubt- 
edly make  a  nice  thing  out 
of  the  moving   picture  and 
press  rights,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  cash  you  could  ac- 
quire from  personal  appear- 
ances in  movie  houses  and 
endorsations    of    foot-ease 
preparations.' 

I  promised  to  think  it 
over. 

Two  days  later  we  met 
again  and  I  turned  him 
down.  My  mother  was 
against  it;  my  wife  threat- 
ened to  divorce  me  if  I 
mentioned  it  again  and  I 
have  no  kiddies.  It  was 
impossible;  I  lacked  the 
necessary  inspiration. 

— Joseph  Easton. 


Absentminded  Prof.,  at 
lunch  counter:  "Give  me 
a  Teddy  bear  salad — er, 
that  is,  I  mean  a  combin- 
ation." 


A  Man  Walks  a  Block  in  1977 

onds  and  collapsed  at  the  tape. 

His  achievement  is  considered 
by  sport  scribes  to  be  man's 
foremost  feat  of  endurance  in  the 
past  half  century.  His  closest 
competitor  for  the  prize  was  Ira 
Hall,  of  Big  Burlap,  Me.,  who 
fell  exhausted  after  covering  200 
feet  of  the  torturing  distance. 

Other  entrants  in  the  gruelling 
walk  dropped  out  in  the  first  few 
minutes  of  the  contest.  Most 
of  them  were  under  30,  mere 
striplings  who  had  never  known 
the  necessity  of  walking  and  who 
entered  the  long  grind  solely  for 
the  thrill. 


Winkus  began  training  for  the 
enormous  test  of  superhuman 
strength  two  weeks  ago,  when  he 
established  training  quarters  here. 
During  the  first  two  days  of 
training,  he  was  barely  able  to 
lift  his  feet  from  the  floor.  His 
opening  workout  was  the  first 
walking  he  had  done  in  49  years, 
Winkus  told  reporters  when  he 
emerged  victor  in  to-day's  strenu- 
ous test.  He  smiled  reminis- 
cently  as  his  trainers,  seated  in  a 
high-powered  car,  fastened  grap- 
pling hooks  in  his  clothing  and 
pulled  him  into  the  motor. 
(Continued  on  page  41) 
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"Please,  ma'am,  may  I  have  my  arrow?'' 
"Certainly,  me  little  dear.     And  where  might  it  be?' 
"Please,  ma'am,  I  think  H's  sticking  in  your  cat." 


Alley  Oop! 

There  was  a  little  lawyer  man, 
Who   gently    smiled    as    he   began, 
Her  dear  husband's  will  to  scan. 

And  thinking  of  his  coming  fee, 
He  said  to  her  quite  tenderly, 
"You  have  a  nice  fat  legacy." 

Next  morning  as  he  lay  in  bed, 
With  plasters  on  his  broken  head, 
He  wondered  just  what  he  had  said. 


Cruel 

"Lady,"  said  Mike,  "would  you 
lend  me  a  cake  of  soap?" 

"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you 
want  soap?" 

"Yes'm.  Me  partner's  got  de 
hiccups  an  I  want  to  scare  him.'" 

School  Teacher:  "Now,  Willie,  be 
a  good  boy  and  when  you  grow  up 
you  may  have  your  face  on  coins." 

Willie:  "Huh,  I'd  rather  be  a 
bootlegger  and  get  my  hands  on 
em!" 


On    a    Street    Car 

pAWKAMAKSWELGRAN ! 
yodelled  the  conductor. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  I  said 
quickly. 

'What  for?"   inquired   the  con- 
ductor. 

I  didn't  understand  you,"  I 
responded. 

"That's  all  right,"  said  the 
conductor,  with  a  magnanimous 
wave  of  his  hand.  "My  hearing 
isn't  what  it  used  to  be,  either." 

"But — "  I  began. 

"Here,"  exclaimed  the  conduc- 
tor, "let  me  give  you  the  address 
of  my  oculist.  He'll  fix  you  up 
in  no  time." 

I  presume  you  mean  your 
aurist,"  I  responded,  coldly.  "But 
what    I    was   going   to   say — " 

"No,"  broke  in  the  conductor, 
determinedly,  "I  mean  my  oculist 
— my  foot  doctor.  All  ear  trouble 
come  from  flat  feet,  you  know. 
Woolatarladingah !" 

"Look  here — "   I   exclaimed. 

"I  used  to  be  a  meteorologist 
myself,"  went  on  the  conductor, 
"but  I  didn't  like  working  for  the 
gas  company,  so  I  took  up  the 
street-car  game  instead." 

"Well,"  I  broke  in,  "that's 
very    interesting,    but — " 

"Towleebegregboo,"  yelled  the 
conductor.  "By  the  way,  have  you 
ever    consulted  an  osteopractor?" 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  I  laughed.  "You 
mean  a  chiropath — that  is  to  say 
a — " 

"I  have  a  brother  who  is  in  the 
dyeing  and  cleaning  game,"  put 
in  the  conductor. 

"How's  his  business?"  I  in- 
quired. 

"Oh,  good  enough  in  spots," 
replied  the  conductor.  "Ganawag- 
rapoopoo!" 

"Say!"  I  exclaimed,  "when  do 
we  come  to  Parker  Avenue?" 

"Why,  it  was  four  stops  back," 
responded  the  conductor.  "Didn't 
you  hear  me  call  it?" 

!JS  ;fc  4 

"Good  Things  to  Eat 

ONE  female,  German  police  dog, 
registered,  seven  months  old. 
Apply  1406  Oak  St. 

Jacksonville  (Fla.)  Times-Union. 
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Exclusive  press  photo  of  Amos 
Applcseider,  first  man  to  receive  a 
liquor  permit. 


40  ozs.  later. 


Exclusive  press  photo  of  Amos 
Appleseider,  first  man  to  have  his 
permit  cancelled. 
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&te  ^Barbarian  at  tf)e  #ate 


*  ■  *  HE  announcement  that  Spring  is  about  to 
*        appear  is  probably  not  a  scoop  for  this  journal. 

'£*^*S  The  season  has  been  press-agented  consider- 
ably for  the  last  few  months,  and  private  investigation 
on  the  part  of  numerous  individuals  has  already 
convinced  them  to  their  own  satisfaction  of  the 
coming  arrival.  Our  own  Information  Bureau  is 
now  in  receipt  of  reports  from  its  scouts  in  various 
parts  of  the  country.  Special  Agent  No.  2964,  work- 
ing stealthily  among  the  stationers,  announces  that 
the  Christmas  cards  for  next  year  have  now  been 
selected.  Agent  No.  658A  reports  that  business  in 
the  parking  stations  and  car-washing  emporiums  is 
on  the  upgrade.  Agent  No.  382,  whose  pronounce- 
ments we  have  always  taken  with  a  grain  of  salt, 
reports  having  seen  three  miles  west  of  Milton  a  lamb 
showing  unmistakable  signs  of  being  about  to  gambol. 
These  are  only  a  few  samples  taken  at  random  from 
the  weighty  evidence  submitted,  but  from  these  it 
would  be  difficult  for  even  the  most  conservative  to 
deny  that  a  coming  event  is  casting  its  sunlight  before. 

The  pitiable  thing  is  that  nothing  is  being  done 
about  it.  Once  more  we  are  caught  unawares. 
Preparedness  is  not  one  of  the  mottoes  of  our  day. 
Mr.  Coolidge  has  already  announced  another  of  his 
disarmament  parties  and  Great  Britain  and  Japan 
have  signified  their  intention  of  being  present.  Of 
course  nothing  may  come  of  it,  but  it  is  an  indication 
of  the  spirit  of  the  day.  In  another  few  weeks  the 
battalions  of  Spring  will  be  upon  us  and  we  will  have 
no  alternative  but  abject  surrender. 

This  thing  has  been  going  on  too  long  for  us  to 
plead    ignorance    of    its    implications.     Tales    of    the 


atrocities  committed  by  the  forces  of  Spring  upon  the 
inhabitants  of  occupied  territories  are  already  an 
integral  part  of  our  credo.  There  was  a  young  artist 
in  London  in  1921  who,  in  January,  was  in  a  fair  way 
to  getting  himself  married  to  a  wealthy  old  dowager, 
thus  providing  admirably  for  his  future.  It  is  re- 
ported that  three  months  later,  under  Spring  occupa- 
tion, he  was  induced  by  the  season  to  run  off  with  a 
mere  chit  of  a  girl,  whose  meagre  patrimony  was 
barely  sufficient  to  supply  her  with  heliotrope  note- 
paper.  We  heard  of  a  case  the  other  day  of  a  pub- 
lisher, whose  sanity  had  never  before  been  doubted, 
actually  bringing  out  a  book  of  verse  about  love  or 
some  such  tripe  by  an  unknown  stripling,  in  the 
professed  hope  of  making  no  money  on  the  transaction. 
Naturally  this  decision  was  reached  under  the  insid- 
ious influence  of  April  and  when  sounder  consideration 
became  possible  later  in  the  year  it  was  too  late  to  do 
anything  about  it. 

Everyone  is  familiar  with  the  unsportsmanlike 
weapons  employed  by  this  invader.  Poison  gases 
used  by  mortal  armies  are  limited  in  their  effectiveness 
by  comparison  with  the  regrettable  influence  of  prac- 
tically every  available  cubic  foot  of  the  air  we  breathe 
when  charged  with  Spring's  baneful  influence. 

We  know  all  about  the  ghastly  situation  and  yet  we 
take  no  steps  in  our  defence.  In  fact  there  are 
radicals  in  our  midst  who  preach  the  advisability  of 
surrendering  the  earth  as  a  protectorate  of  this  foreign 
power.  Like  most  radicals  their  assumptions  are 
thoroughly  unsound.  We  may  grant  that  after  a  few 
years  of  continued  Spring  we  might  become  ade- 
quately acclimatized  and  once  more  behave  like 
{Continued  on  page  41) 
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Paradox 

gINCLAIR  LEWIS  tells  the 
waiting  world  that  sometimes 
he  wishes  he  were  "just  a  plain, 
ordinary  newspaperman  again." 
As  if  there  existed,  or  ever  did, 
such  an  animal  as  a  plain,  ordin- 
ary newspaperman!  If  Mr.  Lewis 
were  to  become  a  plain,  ordinary 
newspaperman,  he  would  probably 
be  the  only  one  in  the  world,  and 
as  such,  far  from  plain  and  most 
extraordinary.  At  that  it  might 
not  be  such  a  bad  move;  a  fortune 
might  be  made  under  the  guidance 
of  Mr.  C.  C.  Pyle.* 

Relief 

DELIEF  is  in  sight  for  the 
absent-minded  man  who  is 
always  the  first  to  produce  cigar- 
ettes at  the  fraternity  luncheon 
table,  with  the  obviously  disas- 
trous results  to  package  and, 
eventually,  pocket-book.  Breath- 
less messengers  bring  word  from 
London  of  the  new  "Midget  Cig- 
arettes," half  standard  size,  theo- 
retically for  use  between  dances. 
Further  encouragement  is  given 
this  welcome  innovation  by  the 
reported  patronage  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales. 

Realism 

THE  end  of  February  saw  the 
frontiers  of  realism  pushed 
their  furthest  into  the  enemy's 
territory,  to  the  very  capital  itself, 
Grand  Opera.  "The  King's 
Henchman,  "by  Deems  Taylor 
and  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay, 
which  had  its  premier  in  New  York 
at  the  Metropolitan,  depends  for 
its  tragic  ending  largely  upon  the 
fact  that  the  heroine  finds  married 
life  with  the  hero  disappointing 
and  a  bit  boring.  Apparently  the 
excellent  company  were  successful 
in  conveying  the  atmosphere  of 
cynicism  through  the  medium  of 
the  larnyx  for  the  audience  ac- 
corded the    opera  an  overwhelm- 

*Positively  no  slur  on  Win.   Wrigley, 
Jr.,  intended. 


March 

JV/IARCH  makes     me  laugh 

1TA     —ha!  ha! 

March   makes   me   cry — boo- 

hoo! 
In  March  I  live— la!  la! 
And  also  hate — gr-r-r-oo! 

In  March  lambs  bleat,  "Baa- 
baa!" 
Bovines  exclaim,  "Moo-moo!" 
I  guess  I'll  say,  "Ta-ta!" 
For  I  am  going  coo-coo! 
— Coriolanus  S.  ("Snuggles") 

Reed. 


ing  ovation.  In  all  fairness  to 
romance,  it  must  be  admitted  that, 
basing  an  opinion  upon  such  lines 
from  the  libretto  as  have  found 
their  way  into  the  public  prints, 
there  was  as  well  lyric  beauty 
enough  to  intoxicate  a  battalion 
of  boiled  shirts. 

More  Blessings 
]yjR.  and  Mrs.  Perry  T.  Wolfe 
have  returned  from  Burma 
with  news  of  a  deadly  two-headed 
snake,  one  head  at  each  end, 
capable  of  action  in  either  direc- 
tion.     That   this  new  variety   has 


apparently  evoluted  naturally  and 
not  under  the  guidance  of  skilful 
breeders  is  not  thought  to  be  a 
hindrance  to  its  popularity.  As 
soon  as  it  can  be  arranged,  we  may 
expect  large  importations  of  this 
handy  pet,  a  distinct  improvement 
over  the  old  one-way  variety.  The 
report  that  this  species  has  already 
been  discovered  in  Montreal  is 
regarded  as  prohibitionist  propa- 
ganda. 

Modesty 

IN  writing  so  blithely  last  month 
of  new  offices,  we  omitted  to 
mention  the  serious  consideration 
that  new  premises  often  indicate 
new  furniture.  With  the  idea  in 
mind  of  making  a  careful  choice, 
we  visited  a  friend  who  happens  to 
have  a  Mussolini  complex.  "Don't 
you  find,"  we  asked,  "that  mahog- 
any furniture  chips  easily?"  "It 
shouldn't,"  said  he.  "But  yours," 
we  noted,  "is  quite  badly  dam- 
aged. How  do  your  explain  that?" 
"Souvenir  hunters,"  was  the  reply. 

Dramatic  Criticism 

PHE  George  Young  comedy  is 
now  apparently  approaching 
the  last  act.  As  a  dramatic  offering 
it  opened  with  fine  promise,  replete 
with  human  interest  and  soul-stir- 
ring qualities.  The  mistake  of  the 
Fates  as  playwrights  was,  fittingly, 
an  amateurish  one.  The  climax 
came  in  the  first  act.  Since  then 
the  cast  has  been  reduced  and 
apparently  the  dropping  of  the 
comedy  relief  members  has  been 
keenly  felt  by  Mr.  Young,  who 
now  seeks  to  supply  that  element 
by  his  own  utterances.  The 
publicity  given  the  inner  workings 
of  Mr.  Young's  mind,  has  led  us 
to  expect  too  much.  The  attitude 
engendered  is  of  a  type  with  that 
which  would  make  us  believe 
Charlie  Chaplin  a  poor  comedian 
because  of  his  inability  to  swim 
successfully  in  the  sea  of  matri- 
mony. 


C9DLIN 


THE  DIARY  OF  GERTIE   GABY 


MONDAY.  Lay  in  bed  wond- 
ering if  I  could  think  of  any 
ailment  that  would  excuse  me 
from  the  office  this  morning,  and 
could  imagine  none;  only  fifteen 
minutes  late,  which  is  a  record 
for  a  Monday  morning.  A  busy 
day  with  service  reports  for  Mr. 
Plumptre,  but  snatched  thirty 
minutes  before  lunch  to  finish 
O'Neill's  "Moon  of  the  Caribees." 
I  love  O'Neill.  Such  freedom, 
and  such  language!  Had  lunch 
with  Dave  in  the  Palm  Room,  and 
he,  after  a  little  discreet  skirmish- 
ing, managed  to  hold  my  hand  for 
a  few  minutes,  drawing  a  scan- 
dalized look  from  the  waitress. 
Asked  his  opinion  of  O'Neill's 
plays.  I  value  his  opinion  so. 
"What's  he  do?"  he  asked.  "Play 
golf,  or  ball,  or  has  Al  Demaree 
been  writing  about  him  in  the 
Telegram?"  The  dear  boy! 
TUESDAY.  A  directors'  meet- 
ing all  morning,  and  lasting 
until  twelve-thirty.     Such  a  bore, 
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Lunch  Hour  Adventuress 

By  John  Robertson 

with  old  Mr.  Howell-Smith  fast 
asleep  and  Mr.  Plumptre  using 
dreadful  language  about  the  sales 
force.  Mr.  Plumptre  too,  talking 
out  loud  the  nonsense  we  read  in 
those  inspiration  books  about  ser- 
vice, when  all  he  lives  for  is  to 
make  money  and  cut  office  expen- 
ses. Anyhow,  Dave  waited  for 
me  and  we  lunched.  He  says  old 
Plumptre  is  so  stingy  he  makes 
his  wife  use  moth  balls  for  per- 
fume. He  is  so  witty!  Bought 
two  pairs  of  silk  stockings  and 
Dave  insisted  on  paying  for  them. 
Of  course  I  positively  refused,  but 
he  insisted  and  seemed  to  get  so 
much  pleasure  from  the  purchase 
that  I  agreed.  He  is  so  generous. 
I  don't  know  what  prompted  me 
to  do  it,  but  I  suddenly  asked 
his  opinion  of  matrimony,  and  he 
became  so  intensely  serious  that 
he  made  me  expectantly  tremu- 
lous for  the  moment.  We  man- 
aged to  stir  up  a  laugh  between  us 
and  eased  the  tension.  "You  know, 
you're  the  best  of  pals,"  he  said. 
Who  wants  to  be  a  pal? 

WEDNESDAY.  Marge  Nel- 
son called  in  at  noon  look- 
ing for  a  companion  to  share  her 
vegetarian  lunch — her  latest  craze. 
Mr.  Plumptre  was  conveniently 
out,  giving  me  the  excuse  that  I 
would  have  to  wait  until  he  re- 
turned, and  so  dodged  the  invi- 
tation very  adroitly.  I  distrust 
that  girl.  She  specializes  in  en- 
thusiasms, which  is  very  boring 
if  you  happen  to  be  disinterested. 
Now  it's  all  Vegetable  talk  and  the 
benefits  to  be  derived  from  such  a 
regime.  And  if  I  had  her  figure, 
I'd  go  and  be  a  model  for  Bud 
Fisher.  Happened  to  meet  Dave, 
so  we  lunched  together.  Asked 
him  did  he  know  Galsworthy's 
skin  game.  "The  best  skin  game 
I  know,"  he  says,  "is  crown  and 
anchor  and  Galsworthy  is  prob- 
ably the  bird  I  lost  ninety  dol- 
lars   to    in    France    on    that    very 


game."  Dave  is  a  real  sport 
though,  and  I  don't  believe  he 
would  gamble  to  win  anyway. 
THURSDAY  Dave  called  up 
and  said  he  had  something 
important  to  tell  me,  and  I  was 
careful  to  select  a  secluded  spot 
in  the  Palm  Room.  He  was  very 
uneasy  but  I  gave  him  every  en- 
couragement.    His  embarrassment 


was  so  charming  that  I  revelled 
in  it,  and  with  a  little  coaxing 
got  him  to  speak.  He  was  the 
luckiest  fellow,  he  said,  to  have  me 
to  tell  things  to.  After  another 
false  start  when  I  thought  he 
might  come  to  it,  his  conversa- 
tion relapsed  into  the  current  of 
everyday  things  becoming  pos- 
itively trivial.  A  dull  afternoon. 
I7RIDAY.  Marge  enticed  me 
into  having  lunch  with  her. 
I  do  hope  Dave  won't  be  angry. 
Her  vegetable  ideal  has  been  super- 
ceded by  a  new  interest.  She 
imagines  she  has  a  voice,  and  is 
paying  three  dollars  a  lesson.  I 
do  believe  this  pseudo-effort  at 
culture  is  merely  a  scheme  to 
make  herself  more  attractive;  such 
{Continued  on  page  31) 
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Threats    We    Would 

Like  to  See  Carried 

Out 

By  A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


"Now,  Oswald,  if  you  don't  behave 
I'll  have  to  get  your  father  to  spank 
you  Very  hard." 


"What  am  I  to  do?  Why,  I 
haven't  a  thing  to  wear.  Why, 
my  dear,  I'll  go  in  my  nightie 
rather  than  Wear  this  old  wrap 
again." 


'And.  I'd  just  like  to  see  him  fire  me." 


"Beauty  contests?  Fellow  workers, 
I  think  they  are  a  disgrace,  and  a 
menace  to  the  ideals  of  the  young.  I'd 
like  to  see  anyone  put  me  in  a  beauty 
contest!" 


"0-0-0h,  Henry  I  You  are  a  beast  and 
a  brute  and  I'm  just  never  going  to  speak 
to  you  again,  so  there." 


«  G9BLIN 

THE  YARNS  OP  HELLS  BELLS  O  NEIL 


""THIS  fellow  Dizzy  Jones," 
said  "Hell's  Bells" 
O'Neil,  "took  discipline  as  a 
personal  insult.  He  came  into 
the  army  to  fly  and  stayed  to  fight. 
He  couldn't  see  any  use  for  major- 
generals  and  he  never  once  got  his 
uniform  on  right.  They  used  to 
say  that  the  only  time  he  would  do 
anything  according  to  K.  R.  and  0. 
would  be  at  his  own  funeral  when 
he  couldn't  open  his  face  to  object. 

"A  little  sawed-off  runt  he  was 
and  ugly-looking  as  sin,  but  you 
can't  wear  an  Arrow  collar  in  a  ship, 
so  what  the  hell? 

"Well,  they  sent  Dizzy  out  to 
Leaside  'drome  when  he  knew 
enough  about  Toronto  to  graduate 
from  Ground  School  and  after  they 
taught  him  to  fly  Jennies  and  saw 
how  good  he  was,  they  decided  to 
show  him  that  war  is  a  serious  busi- 
ness. So  they  sent  him  to  work 
shoveling  snow,  ashes  and  gravel 
and  Dizzy  became  a  pile-it. 

"Now,  somewhere  in  Dizzy's 
ancestry  there  lurked  the  blood  of 
murderers  and  pirates.  One  day 
he  dropped  his  shovel,  told  the 
Sergeant  to  go  to  hell  and  walked 
off.  When  they 
marched  him,  un- 
der escort,  to 
Wing  H.Q.,  char- 
ged with  every 
crime  but  throw- 
throwing  bombs 
at  the  King,  he 
simply  told  the 
Major  that  he 
had  enlisted  for 
a  flying  war  and 
didn't  aim  to 
take  part  in  any 
shoveling  war. 
The  Major  gave 
him  three  days' 
clink  for  having 
the  wrong  atti- 
tude and  lectured 
him  on  how  Eng- 
land expected 
every  American 
to    do    his    duty. 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 
Dizzy  Jones'  Court-Martial 

"After  three  days  Dizzy  came 
back  to  the  land  of  the  living  with 
his  teeth  set,  a  speck  of  red  in  his 
eye  and  a  great  hatred  for  the 
Corporal  of  the  Guard. 

"The  next  day  a  committee  of 
local  generals  decided  that  the 
gravel,  ash  and  snow  sector  could 
break-off  and  do  a  little  flying  by 
way  of  recreation  for  a  change,  so 
they  had  the  buses  rolled  out, 
passed  the  word  and  went  home 
while  the  rough  boys  played. 
Dizzy  was  the  first  man  in  the  first 
Jenny.  There  was  method  in  his 
madness.  He  hopped  off,  circled 
around  until  he  saw  all  but  one 
ship  leave  the  ground.  Then  he 
came  down,  landed  and  taxied  in. 

"That  one  ship  still  on  the 
ground  was  the  best  bus  in  the 
Flight  and  belonged  more  or  less 
to  Captain  Hardguy,  the  chief 
slave  driver  of  90  Squadron  who 
was  a  windy  lad  for  a  three-pip- 
artist.  The  skipper  sees  Dizzy 
come  in  and  yells  at  him. 

'  'What  in  bleedin'  hell  are  you 
down  for?' 


"Gentlemen,  I 
don't  intend  to 


advise  you  to  be  lenient.      I'm  here  to  fly  only  and  I 
spend  this  war  in  jail.     I'm  an  American  by  birth 
and  a  Canadian  by  mistake." 


'Tail  heavy,  left  wing  low  and 
the  motor's  weak,'  said  Dizzy.  'I 
want  to  do  my  altitude  test  and 
then  I  want  to  stunt.  Can't  you 
give  me  a  better  kite?' 

"Now  'stunt'  was  a  word  the 
Captain  didn't  like  to  hear.  He 
believed  in  straight  flying  for  moral 
and  political  reasons  and  his  one 
fear  was  that  some  day  some  cadet 
would  ask  to  be  taken  up  and 
shown  the  fine  points  of  looping 
and  spinning.  This  was  before 
there  were  any  books  written  on 
'How  to  Fly  in  Your  Own  Home  in 
Ten  Easy  Lessons*  and  Gosport 
was  still  sleeping  peacefully. 

"Well,  the  Captain  takes  one 
look  at  Dizzy,  points  to  his  own 
machine  and  walks  away.  Dizzy 
climbs  in  and  takes  off. 

"He  told  me  afterward  that 
what  he  did,  he  did  because  he 
thought  it  would  make  the  Wing 
O.C.  feel  bad.  What  he  did  was 
this.  He  took  that  Jennie  across 
a  corner  of  Lake  Ontario  and  flop- 
ped it  in  the  States  where  he  be- 
longed. He  had  it  refilled  with  gas 
and  oil  on  the  King's  credit,  made 
a    speech    to    the 


yokels,  took  off 
again  and  started 
for  Detroit  to  see 
his  girl.  Ten  miles 
from  Detroit  he 
crashed  it  and 
crawled  out  of 
the  wreckage  in 
time  to  receive 
an  invitation  to 
luncheon  from 
the  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  an  in- 
vitation to  dinner 
at  the  local  Mil- 
itia Mess  and  an 
invitation  to  sign 
10,000  autograph 
books.  In  fifteen 
minutes  the  sou- 
venir hunters  had 
taken  everything 
(Cont'd  on  page  37) 
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A  Questionnaire 

Mostly  Canadian 
How  many  of  the  questions  below  can  you  answer  ? 
(Answers  on  page  41) 

1 .  What  were  the  names  of  the  ship  and  two  caravels  of 
Columbus  ? 

2.  How  do  you  address  a  duke  ? 

3.  What  are  the  Plains  of  Abraham  and  for  what  noted  ? 

4.  What  famous  actress  of  the  American  stage  is  the  daughter 
of  a  prominent  Canadian  jurist  ? 

5.  What    well-known     Canadian     railway     man     formerly 
played  quarter-back  for   the   University   of   Toronto  ? 

6.  Give  the  first  four  lines  of  "In  Flanders  Fields.'' 

7.  Who  wrote  "Little  Bateese"  ? 

8.  Name  (1)  the  witnesses  in  the  Cock  Robin  murder  trial, 
(2)  the  murderer  and  (3)  the  officials  at  the  funeral. 

9.  What  were  the  "coureurs  du  bois"  ? 
10.  Who  discovered  the  Pacific  ? 

1  1 .  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  name  Penetanguishene  ? 

12.  Who  was  the  first  white  man  to  sail  down  the  Mississ- 
ippi to  the  sea? 

13.  Who  said  he  would  rather  have  written  Grey's  "Elegy" 
than  take  what  city? 

14.  Who  was  the  Canadian  Minister  of  War  at  the  outbreak 
of  the  Great  World  War  ? 

15.  What  Canadian  is  known  as  "America's  Sweetheart"  ? 

16.  What  official  in  the  Indian  Department  is  a  poet  of 
reputation  ? 

1  7.  What  and  for  what  noted  is  Siwash  Rock  ? 

18.  Why  were  the  Lachine  Rapids  so  named  ? 

19.  Who  called  Canada  "Our  Lady  of  the  Snows"  ? 

20.  Where  was  Arthur  Meighen  born  ? 

21.  What  time  was  it  when  the  mouse  ran  up  the  clock  ? 

22.  Who  said,  "A  British  subject  I  was  born,  a  British 
subject  I  will  die"  ? 

23.  What  Canadian  is  the  world's  champion  speed  skater  ? 

24.  What  Indian  chief  was  a  brigadier-general  in  the  British 
Army  ? 

25.  What  Canadian  wrote  "The  World  is  Waiting  for  the 
Sunrise"  ? 

26.  What  Canadian  town  was  supposed  to  have  been 
represented  by  Stephen  Leacock  in  his  "Sunshine  Sketches  of 
a  Little  Town"  ? 

27.  Who  were  the  opposing  leaders  in  the  Red  River  Re- 
bellion ? 

28.  What  great  oarsman  is  commemorated  by  a  monument? 

29.  Who  said  "The  Twentieth  Century  belongs  to  Canada"? 

30.  Who  was  happy  when  who  made  who  cry  ? 


Hard  to  Make 

Two  ladies  returning  from  the 
opera  took  a  seat  next  to  the  con- 
ductor. 

"I  just  love  Carmen!". one  of 
them  exclaimed. 

"Sorry,  lady,  but  I'm  married. 
Try     the     motor  man,"     said     the 

conductor. 

*  *       * 

Orator:  "Travel  from  Maine  to 
California,  from  Florida  to  the 
State  of  Washington,  from  Can- 
ada to  Mexico,  from  the  Atlantic  to 
the  Pacific,  and  what  do  you  find?" 

Voice  from  Audience:  "Licker!" 

*  *        * 

A  Moral  Lesson 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  an 
old  man  with  a  cast  in  one  eye. 
This  caused  him  a  great  deal  of 
worry  and  embarrassment  so  that 
he  did  not  notice  until  two  days 
later  that  his  wife  had  eloped  with 
his  best  friend. 

"To  think  that  Conrad  could 
have  done  this!"  he  exclaimed  to 
his  young  housekeeper  whose  name 
was  Martha  Scubbers. 

So  together  they  take  an  aero- 
plane journey,  but  Mr.  P.  C. 
Jensen  has  forgotten  his  knitted 
slippers  so  what  must  they  do  but 
turn  back  to  Pimbles-on-Pam 
where  they  live. 

Soon  the  warships  began  firing 
at  the  aeroplane  but  at  last  they 
arrived  at  the  clothes  cupboard, 
but  no  slippers!  The  shrewd 
Martha  had  concealed  them  in  the 
false  bottom  of  the  horsehair  trunk 
that  the  old  cobbler  made.    Which 

was  a  disappointment! 

*  *       * 

Protest 

I'M  tired  of  reading  verse 

And  mouthing  velvet  words. 
There's  really  nothing  worse 

Than  phrases  like  white  birds 
That  nest  within  one's  heart. 

Oh,  they  have  gathered  there 
From  this  and  that  strange  part 

Of  earth,  so  bright  and  fair, 
With  such  a  wild  hulloo, 

With  such  a  din  and  cry, 
They  crowd  out  thoughts  of  you 

And  how  we  shared  mince  pie. 

— Cassandra. 


IS 


C9DUN 


Arid  On— And  On! 

At  ninety  miles 

Drove     Edward     Shawn. 
The    motor    stopped! — 
But — Ed — kept — on ! 


"But,  dear,  didn't  it  excite  you  when  you  asked  him  for  money 
the  firsttime?" 

"No,  I  was  calm  and  collected!" 


The  Famous  Author  Takes  the 
Witness    Stand 

PROSECUTING  Attorney: 
"Now,  Mr.  Wimple,  state 
to  the  jury  in  your  own  words 
what  you  were  doing  on  the  night 
of  July  21,  1922." 

Wimple:  "As    Montgomery 

Wimple  stepped  from  the  mellow 
illumination  of  his  porch  into  the 
dim  haze  of  dusk,  pausing  for 
an  instant  to  light  a  cigarette 
before  he  turned  into  the  shadows 
of  the  avenue,  adventure  walked 
by  his  side.  Not  that  Wimple 
suspected  it;  life  had  become  so 
humdrum  for  him  that  he  was 
accustomed  to  take  it  nonchal- 
antly, just  as  it  presented  itself. 

"His  tall  frame,  erect  and  bulky 
of  che3t,  carried  the  weight  of 
his  forty-five  years  lightly.  As 
he  puffed  at  his  cigarette,  its  red 
glow  revealed  strong  white  teeth 
in  even  rows.     He  sauntered  laz- 


ily through  the  twilight,  his  walk- 
ing stick  swinging  from  his  arm, 
his  gloves  dangling  from  his  hand 
and  slapping  at  intervals  against 
his    hip. 

"Wimple  was  thinking  of  Yvonne, 
Yvonne  with  the  jet  hair  and 
impenetrable  eyes,"  etc.,  etc. 

The    Judge    goes    to    sleep,    the 

jury  goes   home   and    Wimple   goes 

on  for  ten  thousand  words,  when  the 

custodian  sweeps  him  up,  exhausted. 

— C.  Warden  La  Roe. 

Ahem! 

A  tramp  knocked  at  the  door  of 
a  lonely  spinster's  house. 

"Lady,  ain't  your  husband  got 
a  pair  of  old  pants  he'd  give  a  poor 
tramp?" 

The  spinster,  not  wishing  to  dis- 
close her  solitude,  replied: 

"I'm  sorry,  my  good  man,  he — 
er — er — never  wears  such  things." 


Reflections  While  Shaving 

"F^AMN,  it's  the  devil  having 
to  shave  daily.  I  started  too 
young.  Father  always  told  me 
that  once  a  man  starts  he's  gone. 
It  was  that  senior  ball  in  prep 
school.  That's  when  I  fell.  And 
now  it's  daily.  Why  did  I  have  to 
enter  a  co-educational  institution 
where  a  man  has  to  keep  shaved? 
They  never  shave  at  McGill,  they 
say.  Nor  at  Queen's.  Damn 
women.  Campus  women.  It's 
they  who  make  men  shave.  And 
insane.  They  and  silk  mufflers. 
Only  silk  mufflers  don't  make  you 
crazy,  except  when  you  haven't 
shaved.  Indians  never  had  beards. 
Nor  silk  mufflers.  I  mean  Indians 
didn't  have  them.  Silk  mufflers. 
Why  couldn't  I  have  been  an 
Indian?  Western  men  don't  have 
beards  either.  Ha,  ha!  Why 
couldn't  I  have  been  .  .  .  No, 
no,  no  I  And  then  there's  always 
the  razor  to  be  dried.  I  always  do 
that.  Yet  I  hate  it.  A  razor  should 
be  dried,  though.  Mine's  a  good 
razor.  So  I  always  dry  it.  Treat 
a  razor  white  and  it'll  .  .  .  That 
ought  to  be  'whitely,'  I  should 
think.  Treat  a  razor  whitely.  No, 
hardly.  Nicely.  Use  nicely.  Treat 
a  razor  nicely  and  .  .  .  Damn  it. 
There  goes  the  breakfast  ball.  I'll 
have  to  dry  it  later  again. 

—Donald  Plant. 

*     *     * 

Local  News  Item  from  the  Sub- 
marine "Gazette" 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herring  yester- 
day became  the  proud  parents 
of  12,687  sons  and  11,484  daugh- 
ters.     Everybody  doing  fine. 


Hob:  "Why  do  you  gamble  on  the 
bowling  games?" 

Nob:  "To  get  a  little  pin  money." 
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The  Louis  XVI  Stove 


TheJJacobean    Ice  Box 


The  Egyptian  Bathroom  The  Gothic  Garbage  Can 

As  Indicated  in  the  Advertisements  of  To-day 
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Wood  Song 

T  shall  away  from  the  city  of  grey 

Where  the  prisoner  palm  tree  grows, 
Where  dwellings  and  trees  form  ninety  degrees 
With  the  roads,  and  they  all  are  in  rows. 

I  shall  away  to  my  woodland  of  bay 
Which  Pan  with  his  goat  feet  \noWs, 

Where  sycamore  trees  spring  up  as  they  please 
And  the  wild  wisteria  blows. 

— Ron  Ever  son. 


This  Insurance  Business 

P^EAR  Aunt  Ida  never  could 
remember  more  than  two 
addresses  at  a  time,  including  her 
own,  so  it  was  not  strange  that  she 
didn't  know  where  Cousin  Louise 
lived.  An  obviously  she  didn't 
know,  for  she  enclosed  her  birthday 
offering  for  Cousin  Louise  in  her 
package  for  us.  Subsequently, 
when  I'd  finally  thought  of  it  some 
weeks  after  her  birthday,  I  had  to 
address  the  box  properly  for  Cousin 
Louise  and  take  it  to  the  post 
office  for  mailing. 

I  joined  the  line  that  had  formed 
before  the  desk  of  the  insurance 
clerk. 

"What  is  it?"  asked  the  clerk, 
when  I  laid  the  package  before 
him. 

"I'd  like  to  insure  this  package," 
I  said. 

"What  is  it?"  asked  the  clerk 
again. 

"I  say,  I'd  like  to  insure  this 
package,"  I  repeated. 

"Yeah,  but  what  is  it?"  he 
growled;  that's  what  he  did. 

"Oh,  wearing  apparel,  I  believe," 
said  I. 

"Don't  believe  everything,"  he 
advised  and  asked  again,  "What 
is  it?" 

"Oh!  Lingerie,"  I  replied  in  my 
very  best  French. 

''What  is  it?"  he  asked  seem- 
ingly nettled. 

"Lingerie,"  I  said.  "L-i-n- 
g-e-r-i-e.     "  Lanj(e)ree." 

"Oh,  lon-jer-ay?"  said  the  clerk. 
"Why  didn't  you  say  so?" 

"Because  it's  lanj(e)ree,"  I  in- 
sisted. 

"No,  it  isn't." 

"Yes,  it  is.  In  pure  French, 
anyway." 

"The  French  ain't  pure." 

"But  French  is." 

"Is  it?" 

"Yes,  it  is." 

"Is  that  a  fact?"  said  the  clerk. 
"Is  the  word  really  lanj(e)ree  and 
not  lonjeray?" 

"That's  right,"  I  said.  "It's 
lanj(e)ree.  I've  had  four  years  of 
college  French,  so  I  ought  to  know, 
oughtn't  I?" 
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"Yes,"  he  said  simply.  "How 
much?" 

"Four  years." 

"Insured  for  how  much,  I 
mean?" 

"Oh,  twenty-five  dollars." 

He  went  through  the  various 
acts  that  an  insurance  clerk  is 
required  to  go  through  to  insure  a 
package,  and  handed  me  the  pack- 
age and  the  receipt  slip. 

"Well,"  he  said  as  I  started  to 
go.  "I've  certainly  learned  some- 
thing to-day." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  I  replied. 

As  I  moved  away  the  person 
behind  me  in  line  handed  her  pack- 
age to  the  clerk. 

"What  is  it?"   asked   the  clerk. 

"Lonjeray,"  said  the  person. 

"Lonjeray,"  repeated  the  clerk. 

"How  much?"         — Donald  Plant. 

*      *      * 

You  Can't  Beat  the  Irish 

There  was  once  an  Irish  cobbler 
who  had  so  much  work  to  do  that 
he  insisted  on  taking  his  shoe 
repairing  work  to  wakes.  It  got 
to  be  so  much  talked  about  that 
the  village  people  thought  they 
would  try  to  cure  him  of  it.  A 
neighbour  pretended  to  die.  The 
cobbler  came  to  the  wake,  and, 
sitting  beside  the  coffin,  went  on 
with  his  work. 

The  "dead"  man  suddenly  sat 
up  in  his  coffin  and  said  severely: 

"Faith!  don't  ye  know  that  ye 
are  not  supposed  to  cobble  at  a 
wake?" 

"Faith!"  retorted  the  cobbler, 
whacking  the  corpse  over  the  head 
with  his  hammer,  "don't  ye  know 
a  corpse  is  supposed  to  be  dead? 

Get  ye  down  where  ye  belong!" 

*  *        # 

Khan  So! 

The  Khan  went  to  visit  his  harem. 

They     asked     him,     "O     Khan! 
can  we  can-can?" 
He  growled  in  a  way  fit  to  scare  'em 

"You    cannot    can-can,    but  the 

Khan  can!" 

*  *        * 

Store  Clerk:  Probably  this 
statue  will  suit  to  you.  It  is 
terra  cotta." 

Buyer:  "I  should  like  better 
to  buy  a  Lincoln." 


Shopper:  "I  want  to  get  something  nice, 

for  a  eery  old  man?" 
Salesgirl:  "How  old?" 

"92!" 

"Is  he  rich?" 

"Very!" 

"Married?" 

"No." 

"Well,  I  am  just  eighteen!" 


To-day's  Good  Deed 

He  was  standing  on  the  door- 
step of  a  stately  house  one  day,  a 
curly-headed  little  chap,  as  I 
passed  by  that  way.  The  bell  was 
far  beyond  his  reach,  that  I  could 
plainly  see.  "Please,  mister,  won't 
you  ring  this  bell,"  the  boy  called 
out  to  me.  I  gave  the  thing  a 
violent  push;  the  lad's  eyes  danced 
with  fun.  "We'd  better  beat  it 
now,"  he  said.  "Gee,  mister,  let 
us  run."  An  upper  window  opened 
wide;    the    boy    jumped    clear    in 


time;  the  contents  of  a  dirty  pail 
composed  of  grease  and  slime 
descended  on  my  Sunday  suit  and 
I  heard  someone  say:  "Take  that, 
you  brat;  that's  seven  times  you've 
rung  our  bell  to-day." — A.S.B. 

Director  (angrily  to  an  artist): 
You  were  told  to  appear  with  a 
fur  coat,  as  the  scene  comes  to 
pass  in  Russia! 

Artist:  No  harm!  I've  got  warm 
underwear. 
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"Mark  rny  words,  BeeVo.      The  younger  generation  won't  stand  for  that  much  longer. 
There'll  be  a  revolution  or  something!" 


Future  Historical  Note 


Back  in  the  first  quarter  of  the  twentieth  century 
it  was  the  custom  of  the  great  laundry  houses  to  do  up 
freshly  laundered  shirts  with  an  enormous  quantity  of 
pins.  As  the  artisans  plied  at  their  tasks  they  used  to 
cheer  themselves  with  this  ditty,  quaintly  known  through- 
out the  land  as  the  "Pinning  Song": 

CTICK.  a  dozen  in  the  neck-band.    Holy  smoke!  how 

they'll  annoy! 
Take  a  tug  or  two  at  this  one,  Mr.  Patron — wish  you 

joy. 
Half  a  hundred  in  the  shirt-tail.     They're  put  in  to 

stay,  I  ween. 
When    you've    got    them    all    extracted,  you'll    have 

missed  the  eight-fourteen. 

Pin  the  sleeve  in   twenty  sections.      Deck  the  front 

with  bristling  thatches. 
When  you've  got  the  mess  untangled  you'll  be  red 

with  pricks  and  scratches. 


Now  I'll  rivet  in  a  handful  way  out  where  the  cuff 

begins. 
When  I've  really  done  my  duty  you  can't  see  your 

shirt  for  pins. 

Bring  me  in  another  carload!    Make  it  snappy!  Don't 

be  slow! 
Why,  I'm  down  to  twenty  thousand  and  I've  half  a 

shirt  to  go! 
Got  to  have  some  for  this  pocket.     For  the  back  I'll 

need  a  mob. 
Got  to  wreck  this  shirt  completely  or  next  thing  I'll 

lose  my  job. 

Chorus 
Pinning  and  pinning  from  nine  until  five. 
Long  may  the  industry  flourish  and  thrive! 
Stick  them  in  bunches. 
No  time  out  for  lunches. 
Jiminy  crickets!  I'm  glad  I'm  alive! 

— Parke  Cummings. 
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Here  are  Beauty  and  Charm 
to  Grace  Any  Home 


B 


OSCH  RADIO— internationally 
recognized  for  the  perfection  of  its 
receiving  sets — simple  in  operation,  quiet 
in  reception,  shielded  against  interfer- 
ences, perfect  in  tonal  qualities — is  now 
offered  to  you  in  the  most  beautiful  of 
all  fine  furniture. 

The  five-tube  Bosch  Imperial  Cruiser  comes  now 
in  a  colonial  cabinet  of  rare  charm.  Constructed 
of  finest  matched  grain  walnut,  beautifully  high- 
lighted, it  reveals  absolutely  perfect  craftsman- 
ship. You  will  notice  that  it  is  neither  too  high 
nor  too  low,  but  made  in  just  the  right  propor- 
tions to  harmonize  with  furnishings  of  good  taste. 

SEE  IT— HEAR  IT— AT  YOUR  DEALER'S 

BOSCH  RADIO 

IMPERIAL  CRUISER4JH 

This  new  creation  has  the 
powerful,  selective  Cruiser 
chassis  with  "Unified  Con- 
trol" and  is  complete  with 
the  Library  Ambotone  at 
the  amazing  price  of 


k 


4jf 


$206. 


50 


A.  CROSS  &  CO. 

Distributors 

45-47  Elm  St.      -     -     Toronto 
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'Cheese!     I  suppose  this  snowstorm  will  cost  us  around  two  or  three  million  dollars.'' 


— New  Yorker. 


Remedy 

Little  Algernon  had  a  bad  habit. 

He  would  always  chew  his  finger- 
nails. 

We  asked  the  doctor  and  the 
doctor  told  us  to  put  something 
on  the  ends  of  his  fingernails. 

We  used  arsenic. 

It  worked  beautifully.  Little 
Algernon  doesn't  chew  his  finger- 
nails any  more.  — Octopus. 

*  *  * 

She    was    only    a    taxidermist's 

daughter,  but  she  knew  her  stuff. 

*  *  * 

"I  hear  your  new  car  goes  like  a 
top." 

"Yes.  I  have  just  been  for  a  spin." 

*  *         * 

Nightmare 

"Who's  that  a  picture  of?" 
"The  girl  of  my  dreams." 

"Gee!  you  must  sleep  soundly." 

*  *  * 

A  Welcome  Addition 

Socrates:  "So  old  Prof.  Jones 
is  dead?  He  could  speak  six  dead 
languages." 

Plato:  "Yeh?  He  ought  to 
make  a  right  sociable  corpse." 

— Purple  Parrot. 


The  Ultimate 

Toff:  "And  who,  might  I  ask, 
was  the  wench  I  saw  you  with  last 
evening?" 

Off:  "That  wasn't  no  wench; 
that  was  a  hammer." 

— Sundial. 


"Do  you  think  J  shall  get  a 
heavy  punishment?" 

"I'm    afraid   so.       The  judge 

had  lobster  for  supper  last  night!" 

— Karikaturen,  Oslo. 


Logic 

Teacher:  Willie,  do  you  believe 
the  devil  will  get  us  if  we're 
naughty? 

Willie:  I  don't  know,  ma'am; 
but  I  do  know  that  we  will  get 
the  devil  if  we're  found  out. 

— Cougar's  Paw. 

Too  Many  Notes 

Mr.:  "Is  this  piano  yours?" 
Mrs.:   "We  own   about  one   oc- 
tave of  it."  — Awgwan. 

*  *  * 

She:  "This  riding  gives  me  a 
headache." 

He:  "Quite    the    contrary    with 

me,  olddeah!"  — Sniper. 

*  *  * 

Fair  Enough 

Wife:  Don't  deny  it.  I  saw 
you  coming  out  of  that  cabaret. 

Hubby:  Now,  dearie,  you  would- 
n't   want    me    to    stay    in    there, 

would  you?  — N.Y.  Medley. 

*        *  .     * 

Definition 

A  college  graduate  is  one  who 
can  count  up  to  twenty  with  his 
shoes  on.  — Tiger. 
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Can  You  Strut  the  New  Ones? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies :  Hollywood 's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sal- 
ons and  dhows.  Many 
pictures. 

World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


STRONG  men  are  out  on  the  floor 
these  days.    Almost   every  week  a 
new  step  comes  up  from  the  black 
bottom  of  the  Mississippi,  or  the  plan- 
tations along  the  Gulf. 

Do  you  know  the  new  ones? 

Vanity  Fair  shows  you  photographs, 
posed  in  its  own  studio,  of  famous  danc- 
ers executing  the  intricate  figures.  Clear 
enough  to  practice  by. 

And  that's  just  one  of  the  new  things 
Vanity  Fair — every  month — shows. 


Everything  New — When  It's  New 


VANITY  FAIR  knows 
every  celebrity  and  noto- 
riety —  American,  English, 
French,  Viennese,  Spanish,  in- 
cluding the  Scandinavian. 

Vanity  Fair  has  access  to  the 
new  work  of  the  best  men  and 
the  best  work  of  the  new  ones 
in  all  the  arts. 

Vanity  Fair  goes  to  all  the 
motor  shows,  sees — or  starts — 
all  the  night  clubs,  is  a  guest  at 


the  private  view  of  all  exhibi- 
tions, hears  the  new  composer 
play  his  symphony  at  tea,  sees 
the  pre-showing  of  the  new 
movie,  goes  behind  the  scenes 
wherever  anything  new  in  sports 
or  shows  goes  on. 

Just  one  simple  little  joy-dollar 
will  bring  you  the  next  six 
issues  of  Vanity  Fair.  For 
sheer  clear  amusement  it  beats 
a  dollar's  worth  of  ham-and- 
eggs  all  to  bits. 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  new  subscribers  only 

Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now! 


Vanity  Fair 

Greenwich,    Conn. 

I  have  a  dollar  that  says  it's  out  looking 
for  fun.    Make  it  fast ! 

Name 

Address 

City State 
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"It  will  rise  fifty -five  stories  into  Manhattan  skies — a  scintillant  spire 

gleaming  aureate  in  the  sun's  rays — a  crowning  monument  to  my  career." 

"Who's  doing  the  plumbing?"  — New  Yorker. 


Unfair  Advantage 

Pal:  "A  widow  is  the  most 
lucky  person  in  the  world." 

Mall:  "Yea,  she  knows  all  about 
men,  and  all  the  men  who  know 
about  her  are  dead." 

— The  Mink- 

"Fadder,  you  told  me  you  would 
gif  me  a  dollar  efry  time  I  got  an 
A  in  colitch.  Fadder,  I  made  two 
last  week." 

"Veil,  Son,  here's  two  dollars. 
Now  you  quit  studying  so  much; 
it's  bad  for  you." 

— Whirlwind 


Polite  Conversation 

"Did    you    know    I    was    a    life 
saver  last  summer?" 
"Really,  what  flavor?" 

— Jester. 

*  *  * 

Keerect ! 

Freshman:  "Sir,  I  have  neither 
pencil  nor  paper." 

Major:  "What  would  you  think 
of  a  soldier  who  went  to  battle 
without  rifle  or  ammunition?" 

Freshman:  "I  would  think  he 
was  an  officer,  sir." 


Tea 

By  Gostwick  Roberts 
Remember  what  you  promised  me! 
You  will  think  of  it  suddenly 
Sometime    this    afternoon,    'round 

three. 
But  I — oh,  all  day  long  I'll  sit 
Not  at  work,  remembering  it. 

Behind  the  things  I  have  to  do 
All  day  I'll  be  at  tea  with  you, 
Green  tables  and  a  dancing  floor, 
At  four. 

Tiny  blue  cups,  tea's  amber  stream, 
Translucent  in  the  cup,  then  cream 
Clouding  it  slowly — you  to  pour, 
At  four. 

Red  berries  and  like  summer  frost 
White  sugar  sprinkled.    Have  you 

lost 
The  memorandum  saying  at  four 
You're  having  tea  with  such  a  bore? 

Green  tables  and  a  dancing  floor, 
Red  amber  tea  and  you  to  pour, 
At  four,  at  four! 

In  the  McMaster  Monthly. 


Judge  to  Man:  This  lady  says 
you  were  attempting  to  flirt  with  her. 
that  you  ^epf  looking  back  and 
motioning." 

Man:  "Your  Honor,  it  is  all  a 
mistake.  I  was  looking  for  my 
bull-dog." 

— Brown  Ju  g. 
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The 


Signature  Carries  the  Assurance  of 
^gSa^  Quality 

1857^^  Correct  Styles 

w'G£b/L  and  Shades 


THE  FINEST  HIGH-GRADE  HATS  IN  THE  WORLD 


i 

The  hostess  of  a  night  club, 

Amidst  a   merry   throng. 
Was  seated  at  a  table 

Where  all  was  mirth  and  song. 
Behind  a  mask  of  laughter 

She   hid   her   feelings   sad 
And  tried — though  tears  kept  start- 
ing— 
To   help  her  guests  make  glad. 
For    her     thoughts    were     of     her 
grandchild, 
So  many  miles  away, 
And  her  own  dear  daughter's  letter 
Which     had     reached    her    just 
that  day. 
Now  feigning  sudden  illness 

She  excused  herself  and  fled 
To  her  room,  and  from  the  letter 
Once  more  these  words  she  read : 
Refrain 
'The      baby    keeps    calling      for 
Grandma, 
But  so  far  has  called  her  in  vain. 
The    doctor    says    nothing        but 
grandma 
Can  ease  our  wee  kiddie  of  pain; 
So   won't   you    please   answer   her 
calling? 


No  One  but  Grandma  Will  Do 

(From  Our  Own  Up-lo-Dalc  Sob  Songs) 
It  may  be  a  hardship  for  you, 
But  remember,  dear  mother,  baby 
calls  for  no  other, 
And     no    one     but    grandma 

WILL    DO." 

II 

Swift  in  a   high-powered   motor 
The  hostess  sped  that  night. 


"/  had  to  gel  this  dance  dress  out 
of  my  husband  by  inches!"   . 

"The  struggle  was  not  a  long 
one!" — Die  MusJ^ete,  Vienna. 


She  was  at  her  grandchild's  bedside 

Just  at  the  morn's  first  light. 
And  from  that  very  moment 

The  babe  began  to  mend. 
"Heaven,"  said  the  mother, 

"Will  to  grandma  blessings  send. 
And  so  it  seemed.    That  evening 

— Strange  are  the  ways  of  fate — 
That  night  club  it  was  raided. 

"Twas   well    I     did  not    wait," 
Said  the  hostess,   then  she  added, 

As  the  baby  cooed  in  glee, 
"I  might  now  be  in  prison 

Had  I  failed  to  heed  that  plea:" 
Refrain 
"The     baby     keeps     calling     for 
grandma, 
But  so  far  has  called  her  in  vain. 
The    doctor     says     nothing      but 
grandma 
Can  ease  our  wee  kiddie  of  pain; 
So  won't   you   please   answer   her 
calling? 
It  may  be  a  hardship  for  you, 
But  remember,  dear  mother,  baby 
calls  for  no  other, 
And    no    one    but    Grandma 
will  do." 
— C.  Knapp,  in  the  New  Yorker. 
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FINE  CLOTHES  TO  THE  JEW. 
By  Langston  Hughes.  Alfred  A. 
Knopf. 

"CINE  Clothes  to  the  Jew" 
contains  no  introduction.  The 
best  introduction  possible,  and  one 
which  must  be  to  some  minds 
essential,  is  CarJ  Van  Vechten's 
movel  of  Harlem  life,  "Nigger 
Heaven.''  Thanks  to  such  men 
as  Van  Vechten  and  Du  Bose  Hey- 
ward,  our  conception  of  the  Amer- 
ican negro  is  being  modernized  out 
of  the  Joel  Chandler  Harris  and 
Harriet  Beecher  Stowe  tradition. 
The  negro  in  the  cities  has  brought 
the  savage  abandon,  the  unres- 
trained hilarity  and  dark  tragedy 
of  the  jungle  to  the  complexity  of 
to-day.  Langston  Hughes'  first 
book,  "The  Weary  Blues,"  con- 
tained lyric  expression  of  the  soul 
of  the  twentieth-century  negro. 
He  has  drawn  his  impressions 
wisely  from  his  own  heart  and  a 
life  which  has  already  included  a 
variety  of  occupations  ranging 
from  that  of  bellboy  to  student. 
Blues  have  a  technique  of  their 
own  constructed  of  simple  collo- 
quialisms and  entirely  devoid  of 
ornamentation.  They  nevertheless 
demand  to  be  sung.  Like  the 
spirituals,  they  have  tragedy  as 
their  motive  clothed  often  in 
hysterical  mirth.  "The  Homesick 
Boues"  is  a  fair  example: 

De  railroad  bridge's 

A  sad  song  in  de  air. 
De  railroad  bridge's 

A  sad  song  in  de  air. 
Ever'  time  de  trains  pass 

I  wants  to  go  somewhere. 


I  went  down  to  de  station; 

Ma  heart  was  in  ma  mouth. 
Went  down  to  de  station; 

Heart  was  in  ma  mouth, 
Lookin'  for  a  box  car 

To  roll  me  to  de  South. 

Homesick  blues,  Lawd, 
S  terrible  thing  to  have. 

Homesick  blues  is 

A  terrible  thing  to  have. 

To  keep  from  cryin* 

I  opens  ma  mouth  an'  laughs. 

One  wonders  from  what  source 
Hughes  drew  his  technical  know- 
ledge, and  one  must  accept  the 
conclusion  that  he  has  depended 
upon  an  innate  sense  of  fidelity 
to  the  emotions  of  his  people 
rather  than  to  European  stand- 
ards. The  poems  in  this  volume 
are  earthborn  and  untamed.  They 
range  from  love  to  loneliness. 
Ugliness  and  beauty  frequently 
clash.  The  effect  is  usually  con- 
vincing and  inevitably  lyrical. 

TO-MORROW  MORNING.  Anne 

Parish.         New     York.,     Harper 

Brothers.     $2.00. 

ANNE  PARRISH  has  registered 

another     success.         She     has 

caught    the   vision    of  women's  life 

in  a  small  town  as  clearly  as  Sinclair 

Lewis     depicted     men     in     "Main 


Street,"  but  she  is  less  harshly 
critical.  It  is  "mother  love"  truly 
drawn,  sentiment  without  "blith- 
ering idiocy." 

Procrastination — of  the  sort  of 
which  most  families  are  guilty — 
is  the  underlying  theme;  thus  the 
title.  Kate  Green,  though  married, 
is  going  to  continue  her  painting — 
to-morrow  morning.  First  a  hus- 
band, then  after  his  death  the 
deadly  rut  of  small  town  life,  the 
responsibilities  of  "mothering"  her 
son  and  guiding  the  lives  of  sundry 
other  members  of  her  husband's 
family,  crowd  all  else  from  her 
life.  But  Kate  Green  is  a  priceless 
creature.  You  enjoy  her  because 
you  realize  that  she  is  a  prototype 
of  many  people  immediately  sur- 
rounding you.  Her  keen  enjoy- 
ment of  a  sense  of  martyrdom  when 
she  is  ministering  to  others  at  some 
loss  to  herself  is  excellent. 

All  the  characters  in  "To-morrow 
Morning"  live.  They  are  human. 
You  know  them  all  and  you  experi- 
ence a  subtle  sense  of  delight  when 
the  characters  do  and  say  what 
you  knew  "that  sort  of  a  person 
would  do  and  say." 

But  in  addition  to  Anne  Par- 
rish's  clear  vision,  there  is  an  elusive 
charm  to  her  writing  which  evades 
description.  Without  it  she  could 
not  interpret  what  she  had  so 
clearly  visualized.  A  primarily 
mediocre     theme    is    made    great. 

WILD  HONEY.    Frederick  Niven, 

Toronto.        The    Macmillans    in 

Canada.      $2.00. 

THREE  hoboes  and   their    wan- 

erings  in  the    Rockies.      Fred- 

(Coniinued  on  page  36) 
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MARCH    DISC    RELEASES 


IT  seems  to  be  generally  admitted 

that  the  days  of  blue  skies  are 
at  hand.  To  further  popularize 
the  theme,  Al.  Jolson  sang  "Blue 
Skies"  on  his  last  visit.  Both 
Columbia  and  Brunswick  have 
done  themselves  proud  with  this 
number.  It's  the  Knickerbockers 
for  Columbia  and  Lopez  for  Bruns- 
wick. The  latter  is  a  little  stronger 
on  the  harmonies.  Lopez  also 
struts  his  stuff  through  "Since  I 
Found  You"  on  this  disc.  In  the 
other  Columbia  number  the  Cav- 
aliers make  you  understand  why 
they  are  called  Waltz  Artists. 

In  recent  records  of  Paul  White- 
man  (Victor)  a  unique  effect,  prob- 
ably gained  by  the  use  of  a  large 
hollow  room,  is  novel  and  resonant. 
His  "Wistful  and  Blue"  is  prob- 
ably the  best  record  of  the  month, 
but  the  staccato  vocalizing  is  only 
partially  successful.  The  vocal 
refrain  is  good,  however,  in  "Lonely 
Eyes"  in  the  same  race. 

If  there's  any  little  boy  or  girl 
present  who  doesn't  know  where 
John  works,  it  isn't  the  fault  of 
the  recording  artists.  Apex  have 
two  answers  to  the  question  and 
Les.  Stevens  and  his  Orchestra 
supply  a  third  through  the  medium 
of  Columbia.  These  three  varia- 
tions on  the  same  great  theme  are 
all  good.  Les.  Steven's  "Where 
Do  You  Worka,  John?"  is  the 
prettiest  and  brings  in  an  accord- 
ion; the  Radio  Imps'  effort  is  the 
wittiest  while  the  Tuxedo  orchestra 
version  is  in  between.  None  of 
the  reverse  sides  are  notable. 

"Clap  Yo'  Hands"  and  "Do-Do- 
Do,"  played  by  Phil  Ohman  and 
Victor  Arden  with  their  Orchestra 
for  Brunswick,  are  distinguished 
examples  of  sure-fire  syncopation. 
Certain  to  be  among  the  most 
popular  records  of  the  season, 
Brunswick  also  presents  the  Six 
Jumping  Jacks  again  this  month 
in  a  disc  from  which  they  fairly 
jump  out  of  the  phonograph  onto 
your  lap  in  a  fine  frenzy  of  speed 
and  pep.  The  slightly  insane 
"Cock-a-Doodle,      I'm     |off       My 


The  Six  Heaviest  Hoofers 

'Blue  Skies"  (Columbia). 
'Do-Do-Do"  (Brunswick) 
'Wistful  and  Blue"  (Victor). 
'Where  Do    You   Worka,  John" 

(Apex). 
'Moonbeam,  Kiss  Her  For  Me" 

(Victor). 
' Cock-a-doodle"  (Brunswick). 


Noodle,  My  Baby's  Back"  is  the 
better  one.  It  is  replete  with  roost- 
ers and  a  barrel  of  nonsense. 
"The  Coat  and  the  Pants  Do  AH 
the  Work  and  the  Vest  Gets  All 
the  Gravy"  is  not  too  overburdened 
with  philosophy  to  be  a  good  fox 
trot. 


Wc7 


^flAKE  a  note  of  "Moonbeam, 
Kiss  Her  for  Me,"  as  played 
by  the  Goodrich  Silvertown  Cord 
Orchestra.  It's  a  beautiful  record- 
ing of  a  melodious  fox  trot,  and 
this  orchestra  puts  everything  into 
it.  "Sweeter  than  You"  by  Nat 
Shilkret  on  the  reverse  is  average 
(Victor). 

Roger  Wolfe  Kahn's  Perroquet 
de  Paris  (recently  gone  Lopez,  by 
the  way)  is  the  last  gasp  in  ultra- 
ultra  night  clubs.  From  this 
gilded  palace  with  its  live  gold  fish 
under  the  glass  floor  and  its  lofty 
cover  charges  it  is  natural  that 
one  would  expect  dance  music 
more  notable  for  its  orchestration 
than  its  torridness.  This  goes  for 
the  younger  Kahn's  two  selections 
this  month,  "Tenderly  Think  of 
Me"  and  "Tell  Me  To-night."  They 
are  good  listening  and  fair  dancing 
(Victor). 

Among  the  comics,  one  of  the 
best  is  "Here  Comes  Fatima," 
sung  by  the  Happiness  Boys  for 
Apex,  with  their  ta-ra-boom-de-ay. 
The  words  are  good  and  call  upon 
blood  hounds  and  policemen  to 
protect  the  defenceless  males 
against  the  wiles  of  the  irresistible 
Fatima.  "My  Girl's  Got  Eye 
Trouble,"  sung  by  Billy  Jones  in 
the  Billy  Murray  tradition  is  on  the 
reverse. 

"I  Never  See  Maggie  Alone"  is 
a  Columbia,  Al.  Lentz,  fox  trot 
and  has  good  straightforward  time 
which  makes  it  excellent  for  step- 
ping. The  vocal  interlude  is  fine, 
This  doesn't  go  for  the  pipes  of 
the  boys  who  attempt  the  chorus 
in  "If  I  Didn't  Know  Your  Hus- 
band," which  is  otherwise  ade- 
quate. 

The  Clevelanders  (Brunswick) 
get  hot  in  "Pretty  Lips"  and 
melodious  in  "When  I  First  Met 
Mary."  The  latter  is  reminiscent 
of  "Cross  Your  Heart,"  but  none 
the  less  effective  on  that  score. 
Both  will  appeal  to  restive  hoofers. 
{Continued  on  page  32) 
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In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  tines  pass  the  door; 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— fust  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
from  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh .    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER   A.  MILLER,   PRESIDENT 


O 


Rollo  in  the  Wallow 

N  a  morning  mild  and  mellow, 


When  the  sun  was  young  and  yellow, 
I    was  following  a  swallow 
Over  hill  and  over  hollow, 
Over  shoal  and  over  shallow, 
Over  fertile  field  and  fallow, 
Far  beyond  the  dwelling  yellow 
Of  my  brother  Donatello. 

Now  my  mood  was  surely  shallow, 
For  the  bally  bird  was  callow, 
And  in  every  hole  and  hollow 
He  would  fall  and  I  would  follow, 
Till  I  heard  a  shrilling  trillo 
In  a  wood  of  weeping  willow 
And  beheld  a  farmer  fellow 
Chafe  a  cherry,  cherry  'cello. 

Now  his  pallid  face  was  sallow, 
He  had  hair  like  yellow  tallow 
And  his  haunted  eyes  were  hollow 
And  they  seemed  to  follow,  follow; 
Yet  I  never  felt  a  fellow 
Knell  so  well  upon  a  'cello; 
No,  I  never  knew  a  fellow 
Play  such  hell  on  any  'cello. 

He  would  choke  the  chanting  'cello 

Till  it  simply  couldn't  swallow, 

He  would  chafe  its  belly  yellow 

And  a  melody  would  follow 

That  was  tremulous  as  jello, 

That  was  mortal,  melting,  mellow, 

That  would  make  you  want  to  wallow 

Like  a  hog  within  the  hollow. 

Then  I  hollered:  "Jolly  Rollo, 

Does  this  wailing  veil  a  failing? 

Is  it  but  a  peccadillo 

That  you  wail  beneath  the  willow? 

For  to  choke  your  child  the  'cello 

Constitutes  a  casus  bello, 

Since  the  fierce  refrains  that  follow 

Are  appalling  to  Apollo." 

Yet  I  could  not  quell  the  bellow, 
For  the  most  unfeeling  fellow 
Set  his  cheek  upon  the  'cello, 
On  that  shallow  shell  of  yellow, 
Bent  his  back  above  the  bellow 
Like   a   hunching    Punchinello, 
Like  a  killing  armadillo 
Put  his  poll  upon  the  pillow, 
Whisked  his  wand  of  weeping  willow 
With  a  chop  across  the  'cello. 

Rather  bellicose  than  mellow 
Was  the  challenge  of  the  'cello. 
It  was  swelling  to  a  knelling 
That*was  telling  on  a  fellow. 
It  was  spilling  in  a  billow 
That  was  thrilling  through  the  willow, 
Till  the  rollicking  of  Rollo 
Filled  the  whole  unholy  hollow. 
(Continued  on  page  38) 
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The  Diary  of  Gertie  Gaby 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

a  calculating  creature.  And  she 
has  the  most  wonderful  diamond. 
I  am  greatly  intrigued  by  it,  but 
she  keeps  the  whole  affair  strictly 
beyond  conversation. 

j^jONDAY.  Lay  in  bed  late 
nursing  a  mood  of  gentle 
pessimism  together  with  a  slight 
headache.  I  have  found  it  all 
out — all.  Teddy  Nelson  told  me 
yesterday  that  it  was  Dave  who 
gave  his  sister  the  ring.  I  always 
suspected  that  man  to  be  a  mean, 
contemptible      creature.      Lunched 

alone. 

*       *       * 

The  Retort  Courteous 

He:  "Could  I  have  a  date 
tonight?" 

She:  "Yes,  if  you  could  find 
anyone  dumb  enough  to  date 
with  you." 

He:  "I'll  be  around  to  see  you 
about  eight  o'clock  then." 

— Texas  Ranger. 


3V&to  for  that  rubdown, 
-  no  lame  muscles  for  me  / 

You  need  not  suffer  from  a  set 
of  lame  muscles  if  you  finish  off 
a  day  of  unaccustomed  manual 
work  with  an  application  of 
Absorbine,  Jr. 

Thatthreatened  lameness  justnever 
comes.  It  is  nipped  before  it  sets  in. 
Strained  muscles  are  at  once  soothed 
and  limberness  magically  restored. 

That,  and  a  hundred  other  uses  for 
Absorbine,  Jr.  have  earned  for  this  an- 
tiseptic liniment  a  never-empty  place 
in  thousands  of  medicine  cabinets. 

At  all  druggists',  $1.2;,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,   zoc.,  postpaid. 

W.  F.YOUNG.  Inc, 

203  Lyman  Bldg. 

Montreal 


timely  unee: 
Cute  Tired  feet 

Strains         Sore  munclea 
UrLuaea        After  shaviny 


Careless 

"Do  you  file  your  fingernails?" 
"No,    I    just   throw   them   away 
after  I  cut  them  off." 

— Gargoyle. 

Musings  on  the  Moon 

If  Jupiter  has  seven  moons 
And  we  have  only  one, 

I  wonder  what  the  ratio  is 
Of  all  the  petting  done? 

If  Jupiter  has  seven  moons, 

I  wonder  if  the  glare 
Discourages  the  burglars — and 

The   Wave  of   Crime   up   there. 

If  Jupiter  has  seven  moons', 
Are    parking   lights   required? 

And  are  the  moons  all  full   at  once 
Or  have  a  few  retired? 

If    Jupiter    has    seven    moons — 
Well,    I    have   had   some   fun, 

And  made  the  most,  quite  pleas- 
antly, 
Of  our  poor  singleton! 

— Patience  Eden,  in  the  New  Yorker. 


Perfect! 

Examiner:  "Can  you  tell  me 
three  things  in  which  starch  plays 
a  very  important  part?" 

"A  collar  and  a  pair  of  cuffs." 

— Kasper,    Stockholm. 

*  *        * 

Evidence 

Magistrate:  "Don't  deny  any 
longer  that  you  committed  this 
theft;  you  have  heard  three  eye- 
witnesses state  that  they  saw  you 
do  it." 

Accused:  "What  is  the  good 
of  three  eye-witnesses?  I  could 
bring  you  millions  of  people  who 
didn't  see  me  do  it." 

— Nagels  Lustige  Welt,  Berlin. 

*  *        * 

Office  boy:  "My  brother  has  a 
gold  medal  for  running  five  miles, 
an'  one  for  ten  miles;  a  silver  med- 
al for  swimming;  two  cups  for 
wrestling,  an'  badges  for  boxing 
an'  rowing!" 

"He  must  be  a  wonderful  ath- 
lete." 

"He's  no  athlete  at  all.  He  keeps 
a  pawnshop."     — Good  Hardware. 
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JAZZ 

as  You  Like  It 

THE  greatest  group  of  dance 
orchestras  ever  assembled 
record  exclusively  for  Bruns- 
wick "Light -Ray"  Records. 
Here  are  a  few  of  them  with 
their  latest  successes: 

VINCENT  LOPEZ,  Casa  Lopez 
"Hello,  Bluebird"  3368 

"I'm  on  My  Way  Home" 

JACK  DENNY,    Frivolity  Club 
"Song  of  Shanghai"        3400 
"I  Love  the  Moonlight" 

BEN   BERNIE,  Roosevelt  Hotel 
"Lonely  Eyes"  3401 

"Who'll  Be  the  One?" 

OHMAN  &  ARDEN  in    Oh  Kay" 
"Do-do-do"  3377 

"Clap  Yo'  Hands" 

Other  famous  and  exclusive  Bruns- 
wick dance  orchestras  include: 
Harold  Leonard's  Waldorf-Astoria, 
Ernie  Golden  and  his  McAlpinHotel, 
Isham  Jones,  Charley  Straight, 
Harry  Archer  and  many  others. 

Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,   RHYTHM  AND    PEP 
IN  "LIGHT-RAY"  RECORDS 

PANATROPES  -  RADIOLAS  -  RECORDS 


Records 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
Also  notable  are  "Idolizing "  and 
"Hush-a-Bye,"  the  latter  a  sooth- 
ing waltz  (Jean  Goldkette,  Vic- 
tor), "Leander"  and  "Someone" 
(Park  Lane  Orchestra,  Bruns- 
wick), "My  Sweetheart  Waltz"  and 
"Spanish  Town  '  (Adrian  Schubert, 
Apex)  and  "High,  High,  High  up 
in  the  Hills,"  with  Yankee  Rose, 
a  march  fox  trot  played  with  rare 
beauty  (Harry  Archer,  Bruns- 
wick). 

No  Hurry 

Stude — Say,  Peter,  how  long  is  a 
million  years  to  you? 

St.  Peter— Oh,  about  a  minute. 

Stude — How  much  does  a  mil- 
lion dollars  mean  to  you? 

St.  Peter — Oh,  about  a  cent. 

Stude — Lend  me  a  million,  will 
you? 

St.  Peter — Yes,  in  a  minute, 

— Tiger. 

Too  Much   Is  Enough 

Proud  Father  (over  the  tele- 
phone): "I  want  you  to  insert  that 
notice  of  the  birth  of  my  twins." 

Editor  (not  understanding) : 
"Will  you  repeat  that?" 

Proud   Father:   "Not  if   I    know 

it."  — Clemson  Tiger. 

*      *      * 

From    a    Collegiate    Credo 

That    all    professors    are    absent- 
minded. 

That  sophistication  is  the  aim  of 
civilization. 

That  all  over  70  is  wasted  energy. 

That    all    Phi    Beta    Kappas    are 
failures  in  life. 

That    a    victrola    record    by    Paul 
Whiteman  is  classic  music. 

That  exams  are  instruments  of  the 
devil. 

That  90  per  cent,  of  co-eds  are  hope- 
lessly dumb. 

That   the   other    10   per   cent,    are 
socially  impossible. 

That  a  college  education  is  absorb- 
ed from  one's  surroundings. 

That  Mencken  is  a  philosopher. 

That  John  Held,  Jr.,  is  an  artist. 

That  hard  luck  is  the  sole  cause  of 
flunking. 

That  he  who  is  not  blase  is  old- 
fashioned. 

That    every    football    player    is    a 
hero. 

— Cracker. 


Melange 

Dates  and  dances  all  remind  us 
Women's  pockets  are  the  bunk; 

Everywhere  you  go,  you'll  find  us 
Loaded  down  with  all  their  junk. 

Powder,  lipstick,  rouge  and  flask, 
"Hold  them  for  me,     O  please, 
do!" 

Little  wonder  that  I  ask, 

"God,  make  me  a  kangaroo." 

— Puppet. 

*      *      * 

Rustic  Runa  is  so  stupid  that 
she  thinks  a  crypt  is  an  easy  college 
course. 


INVICTUS  Shoes 
put  the  finishing 
touch  to  appearance 
and  make  the  mod- 
ern young  man  feel 
that  he  is  stepping 
"on  top  of  the  world." 

Distinctive  and 
smart,  the  newest  of 
the  new  styles, 
Invictus  Shoes  give 
the  loyal,  comforting 
service  that  comes 
with  genuine  leather 
and  fine  shoe-mak- 
ing. 

The  model  illustrated  above 
is  No.  X-637,  the  new 
Blucher  Oxford.  All  the 
vogue.  Just  the  shoe  for 
the  bright  business  execu- 
tive. 

SOLD  BY  THE  BEST 
SHOE     DEALERS 

Invictus  manufactured  by 

THE  EAGLE  SHOE  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 

-aiuwtfd  &££pei  ife  «*tiaf<i&' 


Go 
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The  Inside  Story 

By  Frank  Sullivan 

It  might  have  been  like  this, 
maybe : 

Col.  Ruppert's  Man — Gemp- 
men  to  see  you,  sah. 

Col.  R. — What  his  name? 

Man — Says  his  name  is  Ruth, 
sah. 

Col.— "Babe"  Ruth? 

Man — That's  who  he  says  he 
ain't  nobody  else  but,  sah. 

Col.— Show  him  up. 

(Enter  Ruth.) 

Babe — Good  morning,   Colonel. 

Col. — Good  morning,  George. 
I'm  pretty  well. 

Babe — Nice  little  brewery  you 
have  here. 

Col. — We  like  it. 

(Silence  for  awhile.) 

Shanghai's  Fall  Feared 

Col. — Quite  a  time  they're  hav- 
ing over  in  China,  I  see  by  the 
papers. 

Babe — Yes,  I  see  by  the  papers 
that  the  forces  at  Shanghai  are 
believed  adequate  to  save  the  for- 
eigners there  and  that  10,000  men, 
now  available,  could  conquer 
China,  miliary  attaches  say. 

Col. — Is  that  so? 

(Silence  for  awhile). 

Col. — Ho,  hum!  That  situation 
in  Nicaragua  is  quite  a  situation. 

Babe — Yeh,  quite  a  situation. 

Col. — Talking  about  situations, 
I  suppose  you'll  be  back  at  your 
old  situation  this  year. 

Babe — Well  I — I,  well,  that's 
about  what  I  thought  I'd  just  drop 
in  to  see  you  about,  Colonel. 

Col. — Let  me  see,  now.  Do  you 
play  for  money  or  just  for  the 
sheer  love  of  the  game? 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 
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London  Cigarettes 

"There's 

something 

about  them 

yoiffllike" 

20/or 
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For  1Viei£S«+^,- 

y^riarejrton 

PiPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 

Babe — Sheer  love  of  the  game. 

Col. — I  see.  Could  you  con- 
scientiously accept  a  three-year 
contract  calling  for  $100,000  a 
year? 

Cheeps  at  Half  the  Price 

Babe — Well,  I  tell  you,  Colonel, 
it's  like  this:  I  feel  that  with  the 
cost  of  living  going  down  and  rents 
so  cheap,  $100,000  a  year  would  be 
too  much.  I  live  very  simply  and 
I  feel  sure  if  you  cut  that  in  half, 
$50,000  a  year  would  be  plenty  for 
me,  as  long  as  I  have  to  be  mer- 
cenary and  take  anything. 

Col. — But  you  want  to  lay  some- 
thing by  for  the  future,  boy. 

Babe — No.  I  don't  believe  in 
tempting  Providence.  Besides, 
when  the  day  comes  that  I  can  no 
longer  play  ball  I  can  always  fall 
back  on  my  writing. 

Col. — But  I  couldn't  hear  of  you 
taking  $50,000.  I  want  our  ball- 
players to  live  well  and  dress  well 
and  have  the  best  money  can  buy. 
You  can't  do  that  on  $50,000.  Why 
don't  you  take  $90,000? 

Babe — What  would  I  do  with 
$90,000,  Coonel?     Don't  be  silly. 

Col. — You    are    the    beatinest! 


Money  means  nothing  at  all  to 
you,  does  it?  Will  you  take 
$70,000? 

So  He  Took  the  $70,000 

Babe — I  tell  you  what  I'll  do. 
I'll  settle  for  $60,000  since  you 
insist,  but  I  just  know  it  will  mean 
a  lot  of  money  cluttering  up  the 
house  and  extra  work  for  the  maid 
sweeping  it  up. 

Col. — Now  don't  be  obstinate. 
I  know  better  than  you  what  you 
are  worth.  I  insist  you  take 
$70,000. 

Babe — I  am  not  obstinate, 
Colonel,  and  I  know  what's  good 
for  me  as  well  as  you.  I  know 
money  is  the  root  of  all  evil  and 
I  want  as  little  to  do  with  it  as 
possible.  Under  protest  I  shall 
accept  $60,000,  but  not  a  cent  more. 

Col. — Don't    try    to    bully    me, 
(Continued  on  page  41) 
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Save  309c 
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AH  expense.  1st  cl.  hotels 
I  More  moto.  travel ;  30% 
leu.  Motor  Tours  $7  a  day  op 
Booklet  100  Tours  Free 
ALLEN  TOURS,  Inc. 
915  Little  Building,  Boston 
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§b  near  the  Ocean  it's  called 

TtbelBreakers 

$o  modern  in  equipment  and 
well  conducted  it  is  known  as 
one  of  the  Worlds  finest  Hotels 

to 
plan  a  Sojourn  by  the  Sea  and  visit 

(Breakers 
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ATLANTIC  CITY 

NEW  JERSEY 


JULIAN  HILLMAN 

Tire  President  ^Manager 
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Modest 

Judge:   "Guilty  or  not    guilty?" 
Ingratiating     One:  "Far     be     it 

from    me    to    influence    the    court. 

It  would  not  be  seemly  to  dictate 

to   your   honour." 

— S'anford   Chaparral. 

*        *        * 

Candid 

Landlady:  "I     think     you     had 
better  board  elsewhere." 

Boarder:  "Yes,   I  often  had." 
Landlady:    "Often    had    what?" 
Boarder:     "Better     board     else- 
where." —  Voo    Doo. 


Explained 

Tenor  (ego):  "Now  that  I  have 
sung  that  romantic  selection,  do 
you  realize  why  girls  leave  home?" 

Bored:  "Yes;  do  you  ever  hear 

from  your  sister?"       — Whirlwind. 

*        *        * 

Take  Care 

Little  Betty  Jane  (in  the  country 
for  the  first  time) — Oh,  Mama, 
look  at  the  cute  little  green  snake. 

Fond  Mama  (ditto)— Put  it 
down  at  once.  It  might  be  as 
dangerous   as   a    ripe   one. 

— Cannon    Bawl. 


A  Hit 

Actor:  "The  first  night  I  played 
there,  sir,  the  town  stormed  the 
ticket-office!" 

Cynic:  "Rotten  luck!  And,  of 
course,  you  had  to  give  'em  their 
money  back." 

— Sydney  Bulletin. 

*  *       * 

Fool:  "What  is  the  cause  of 
falling  hair?" 

Foolisher:  "Gravity." 

— Pennsylvania  Gravity  Bowl. 

Whoa,  There! 

Flo:  "What's  the  difference  be- 
tween a  girl  and  a  horse?" 

Joe:  "I  don't  know." 

Flo:  "I'll  bet  you  have  some 
great  dates." 

—Sun  Dial. 

*  *       * 

Next? 

Stu:  "What  is  Jack  so  pleased 
about?" 

Dent:  "Why,  he's  got  an  idea 
for  an  invention  that  will  make 
him  a  millionaire." 

Stu:  "An  idea  worth  millions! 
What  is  it?" 

Dent:  "A  cake  of  flying  soap 
for    shower-baths." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

Tactics 

A  college  student  arose  from  his 
table  in  a  fashionable  dining- 
room  and  walked  toward  the  door. 

He  was  passing  the  house  detec- 
tive at  the  entrance  when  a  silver 
sugar-bowl  dropped  from  his  bulg- 
ing coat. 

The  guest  glanced  calmly  at  the 
officer,  then  turned  with  an  es- 
pression  of  polite  annoyance  to- 
ward the  occupants  of  the  room. 
"Ruffians!"  he  said.  "Who  threw 
that?"  and  walked  out. 

— Chaparral. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main   2908 


Goblin 


35 


"See  him.  Smil-ing,  See  him  Smil-ing 


^V7T)U,  too,  will  get  a  good  laugh  from  the  financial 
■*■  ventures  and  misfortunes  of  Rudolph  and 
Obadiah  in  The  Nebbs — to  say  nothing  of  the 
screamingly  funny  feats  of  Hard-Hearted  Hickey, 
he  of  the  baby-scaring  face,  and  the  rollicking 
adventures  of  Smitty,  the  incorrigible  youngster  of 
your  own  boyhood  days.  Start  the  day  with  a  smile 
by  reading  the  comic  strips 


»> 


in 


Canada9 s  National  Newspaper 


$5.00  BY  MAIL 
IN  CANADA 


S.00  DELIVERED 
IN  TORONTO 
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Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Does  not  affect 
the  Heart 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 


Colds 
Neuritis 
Toothache 
Neuralgia 


Headache 
Lumbago 
Rheumatism 
Pain,  Pain 


Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists also   sell    bottles   of   24   and    100. 


Stenog:  "A  man  called  while  you 
were  out." 

Boss:  "Agent?" 

Stenog:  "No,  sir,  I  think  he  was 

a  lowbrow."  — Tanger. 

*      *      * 

Medical  Advice 

"Doctor,  can  you  cure  me  of 
snoring?  I  snore  so  loudly  I 
awaken    myself." 

"In  that  case  I  would  advise 
you  to  sleep  in  another  room." 

— Exchange. 


[ 


BOVRIL 

is  a  Great 
Body  Builder 

Give 
the  Kiddies  Some 


Books 

(Continued  from  page  28) 
erick  Niven  has  had  the  experience 
and  more  than,  anything  else  he  is 
a  weaver  of  tales.  It's  all  true  he 
says,  but,  fact  or  fiction,  it  is  told  as 
only  a  born  story-teller  could  spin  it. 

It  would  be  an  excellent  book  for 
anyone  contemplating  a  few 
months  on  "the  open  road."  Here 
they  might  learn  the  proper  meth- 
od of  "riding  the  bumpers,"  or 
having  a  chicken  dinner,  or  of 
getting  their  "likker." 

No  one  could  help  but  enjoy 
"Wild  Honey."  It  is  unassuming. 
There  is  no  pretense  at  aesthetic 
interpretation  of  character  or  mood 
or  complex.  Plain  facts  tell  the 
whole  and  very  original  story,  and 
tell  it  in  a  manner  which  creates  a 
vivid  impression  of  just — three 
hoboes. 

PERELLA.    By  William  J.  Locke. 

Macmillans   in   Canada.      $2.00. 

THE  latest   from  the  pen  of  the 

prolific   Mr.    Locke   is  like   all 

the  others  well  worth  reading.    But, 

Mr.  Locke,  you  have  done  better. 

It  could  not  be  a  Locke  book  un- 
less it  contained  a  character  who 
flouted  convention  and  led  a  life 
of  complete  freedom  from  all 
worry  of  public  opinion.  Locke 
has  an  excellent  faculty  for  the 
protrayal  of  such  characters  and 
Perella's  father  is  quite  interesting. 
The  reader  feels  that  he  has  not 
seen  enough  of  him,  but  the  author 
has  other  ideas  so  he  tells  you  all 
about  Perella.  However  she  is 
a   very   engrossing   person. 

There  is  a  continental  flavour 
of  musty  Florentine  galleries  and 
art  and  brilliant  but  dull  critics. 
Through  all  these  Perella  meanders 
contentedly.  Not  so  her  "young 
man,"  who  seeks  greater  things, 
particularly  cash. 

She  marries  an  ancient  and 
eminent  critic.  He  marries  his 
patroness,  a  widow  with  gold,  of 
course.  They  are  both  unhappy, 
but  Mr.  Locke  doesn't  care.  He 
leaves   them   like   that. 

THE  PROPER  PLACE.    By  0. 

Douglas,         Toronto.  Thomas 

Allen.  Price  $2.00. 
f\  DOUGLAS  is  famous  for  her 
"nice"  books — sweet,  charm- 
ing, delicious  books.  She  takes 
her  chief  character,  Nicoli,  endows 
her  with  good   books,  manners  and 


just  love 


Wrigley's  New  DOUBLE 
MINT  — Real  Peppermint 
Flavor — it's  so  wonderfully 
comforting,  cooling 
and     delicious. 


brains,  drags  her  through  pages  of 
tea,  English  weather,  scenery  and 
people's  proper  positions,  engages 
her  to  a  "nice"  man,  lets  him  die 
and  then  deserts  the  poor  girl,  sit- 
ting beside  the  sea-coal  fire  with 
mother,  comfortably  resigned  to  a 
life  of  spinsterhood. 

There  may  be  "nice"  people  left 
in  the  world,  but  surely  not  as  many 
as  are  gathered  in  this  one  com- 
munity. If  there  are,  and  I  doubt 
it,  this  is  a  good  story  about  what 
they  do.  If  there  aren't  this  is  a 
good  story  about  what  they  would 
do.  I  can  recommend  it  to  all 
"Camp  Fire  Girls." 


MOUNT 
ROYAL 

HOTEL 

cMjontreal 

VERNON      O       CARDY 

UHanaging  Director 
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The  Yarns  of  "Hells  BelPs  O'Neil 

(Continued from  page  16) 


away  but  the  hole  the  machine  had 
made  in  the  mud.  Dizzy  was  mo- 
tored in  state  to  the  biggest  hotel 
where  the  band  played  "Rule,  Brit- 
annia" and  the  management  gave 
him  the  bridal  suite  gratis. 

"Eight  days  later  Dizzy  was 
back  at  Leaside  in  chains  charged 
with:  (1)  Absence  without  leave 
7  days,  22  hours  and  31   minutes. 

(2)  Stealing  Government  property. 

(3)  Destroying  Government  pro- 
perty. (4)  Misappropriating  Gov- 
ernment property.  (5)  Beggaring 
up  Government  property.  (6)  Im- 
personating an  officer.  (7)  Being 
improperly  dressed.  (8)  Having 
dirty  finger  nails.  (8)  Not  being 
properly  shaven.  (10)  Having  a 
generally  dirty  attitude. 

"Just  before  the  court-martial 
passed  sentence,  which  would  be 
about  forty  years  cracking  rocks, 
they  asked  him  if  he  had  anything 
to  say.  He  did.  He  said: 'Gentle- 
men, I  advise  you  to  be  lenient. 
I'm  here  to  fly  only  and  I  don't 
intend  to  spend  this  war  in  jail. 
I'm  an  American  by  birth  and  a 
Canadian  by  mistake.  I'm  willing 
to  fly  and  not  willing  to  go  to  jail 
for  flying.  You  may  not  be  aware 
of  the  fact,  but  I  can  fly.  Gentle- 
men, I  hold  the  long-distance  flying 
record  for  the  R.F.C.,  Canada!' 

"So,  of  course,  they  sent  him  to 
jail.     But — 

"In   that  army,    the   law  works 

My    Fancy 

Lewis    Caroll    in    "Further 
"Nonsense." 

I  painted  her  a  gushing  thing, 

With  years  perhaps  a  score; 
I  little  thought  to  find  they  were 

At  least  a  dozen  more; 
My  fancy  gave  her  eyes  of  blue, 

A  curly  auburn  head; 
I  came  to  find  the  blue  a  green, 

The  auburn  turned  to  red. 

She  has  the  bear's  ethereal  grace, 

The  bland  hyena's  laugh, 
The  footstep  of  an  elephant, 

The  neck  of  the  giraffe; 
I  love  her  still,  believe  me, 

Though    my    heart    its    passion 
hides; 
She'll  all  my  fancy  painted  her, 

But    oh!    HOW      MUCH  BE- 
SIDES! 


both  ways  and  there  are  many  slips 
'twixt  the  vodka  and  the  lip.  For 
instance  if  the  papers  of  the  court- 
martial  are  not  complete  when 
ready  for  filing  and  the  missing  ones 
are  not  to  be  found,  then  there  is 
no  trial,  no  retrial  and  consequently 
no  crime.  One  paper  was  missing 
in  Dizzy's  case.  Where  it  was,  no 
one  knew.  Dizzy  was  released. 
But  that  isn't  all.  Another  law 
says  that  a  man  must  have  one 
day's  leave  and  one  day's  pay  for 
every  day  of  illegal  clink.  Dizzy 
got  six  weeks'  pay  and  six  weeks' 
leave. 

"He  spent  a  week  in  Detroit, 
came  back,  graduated  and  went 
overseas. 

"The  last  I  saw  of  him  he  was  at 
the  Royal  Pig's  Knuckle  Inn  near 
Richmond  with  a  hold  in  his  face, 
a  D.F.C.  and  a  theory  that  we  had 
all  better  desert  and  join  the 
German  air  service.  It  wouldn't 
be  any  worse  than  the  ones  we 
knew  and  it  was  probably  a  damn 
sight  better  than  the  local  ones. 
Anyway  it  was  sure  to  be  an  even 
break  and  in  Germany  the  generals 
were  too  proud  to  pay  any  atten- 
tion to  mere  lieutenants  and  cap- 
tains. Or,  as  the  saying  goes,  'A 
bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  on 
Shaftesbury  Avenue.' 

"Which  reminds  me,"  said 
"Hell's  Bells,"  "of  Cadet  Smith, 
V.C."  (In  April.) 

Styles  in  the  Hereafter 

A  revival  was  raging  in  a  Virginia 
colored  church.  The  fruits  had 
been  considerable  One  obdurate 
soul,  however,  resisted  the  efforts 
of  the  elder.  Called  to  account 
for  his  reluctance,  he  replied: 

"Yo'  see  how  it  is,  Eldah.  I'se 
got  a  problem.  I  don't  see  how 
I'se  gwine  get  mah  shirt  on  ovah 
my  wings  when  I  gits  to  Glory." 

"Dat  ain't  yo'  problem,"  re- 
torted the  exhorter  promptly.  "Yo' 
problem  is  how  yo'  gwine  git  yo' 
hat  on  ovah  yo'  horns." 

— Everybody's. 

*      *      * 

"My  wife  explored  my  pockets 
last  night." 

"What  did  she  get?" 

"About  the  same  as  any  other 
explorer — enough  material  for  a 
lecture."  — Judge. 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — 32.00 
to  $5.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  $3.00  to 
$7.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  to  North  Street. 

On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 


Why   Not? 

Teacher:  "Heat  expands  things 
and  cold  contracts  them.  Can 
anyone  give  me  an  example?" 

Student:    "Yes,    ma'am.     The 
days  are  longer  in  the  summer." 

— Puppet. 


Waste 

about     the 


Scotchman 


"Hear 

who  went  insane?"  , 

"No,  what  was  the  matter?" 
"He  bought  a  score  card  at  the 

game  and  neither  team  scored." 

— Oregon    Web    Foot. 

*  *     * 

Supernumerary 

He:  "Dearest,  I  love  you  and 
want  you  for  my  wife." 

She:  "Good  Heavens!  what 
would  she  do  with  me?" 

— Malteaser. 

*  *     * 

Geography 

Teacher:  "In  what  country  is 
Paris?" 

Percy:  "It  ain't  in  the  country; 

it's  right  in  the  heart  of  the  city." 

— Brown   Jug. 
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JLHE  musty,  unused  parlor  .  .  .  ihe 
funeral  wreath  ornaments  .  .  .  the 
gloomy  crayon  portraits  .  .  .  the  locked 
pianoforte   .   .   . 

Gone — and  not  a  wet  eye  to  mourn 
them ! 

Gone  forever  .  .  .  and  with  them, 
hollow  chests  .  .  I  fainting  ladies  .  .  . 
and  age! 

The  world  grows  younger  and  hap- 
pier every  day.  Life  now  is  a  pleasant 
room  .  .  .  made  really  to  be  lived  in. 
Youth,  and  those  who  love  youth,  re- 
volve in  a  whirl  of  parties  and  athletics 
— cyclonic,  devil-may-care,  but  oh, 
how  level-headed  and  healthy! 

You  find  yourself  in  the  midst  of 
this  joyous,  dynamic  life  when  you 
read  College  Humor.  Every  page  spar- 
kles with  the  color  and  variety  of  the 
quadrangle  and  the  stadium — and  of 
youth  outside  the  campus,  too. 

Fiction,  humor,  satire,  by  such  noted 
authors  as  Wallace  Irwin,  Donald  Og- 
den  Stewart,  Cyril  Hume,  Katharine 
Brush,  O.  O.  Mclntyre,  Royal  Brown, 
George  Jean  Nathan,  Lucian  Cary, 
Percy  Marks,  Arnold  Bennett,  Ben 
Hecht  and  Alec  Waugh. 

Illustrations  by  artists  who  have 
caught  the  tempo  of  youth  today. 

And  (most  important!)  the  best  of 
the  keen,  flippant  comments  on  them- 
selves by  campus 
writers  and  artists. 


Rollo  in  the  Wallow 

{Continued  from  page  20) 

Then  I  reeled  away  from  Rollo, 
Quite  unwilling  there  to  wallow, 
And  I  swept  as  swift  as  swallow 
Over  hill  and  over  hollow, 
Over  shoal  and  over  shallow, 
Over  fertile  field  and  fallow, 
And  beheld  the  dwelling  yellow 
In  the  dell  of  Donatello. 

Now  at  times  ere  dawn  is  yellow, 
When  the  wind  is  in  the  willow, 
I  can  hear  the  knelling  fellow, 
And  I  pale  upon  my  pillow — 
Music  melting,  mortal,  mellow, 
Choked  from  that  enchanted  'cello, 
Starts  me  striking  like  a  Viking. 
I'm  impelled  to  yell  or  bellow, 
Till  I  stand  o'er  Donatello 
Like  a  thunderstruck  Othello. 

In  my  heart  there  is  a  hollow; 
There's  a  swelling  where  I  swallow, 
For  I  long  to  fell  the  fellow 
Or  to  spell  him  on  the    cello. 
But  I  fear  the  willow  wallow 
And  the  rude,  unruly  Rollo, 
And  the  folly  that  would  follow 
In   that   all   unhallowed   hollow. 

— Lampoon. 


oAt  oAll  ^ws-stands,  the  First  of  6very  SMonth 


'Tain't  Fair 

An  alumnus  tells  this  story: 

"An  old  farmer  and  his  wife  stood  looking  at  their 
only  pig,  when  suddenly  the  old  lady  said:  "Say, 
Hiram,  it  will  be  our  silver  wedding  to-morrow. 
Let's  kill  the  pig.'' 

"Lan's  sake!  Maria,"  he  replied  in  disgust,  "what's 
the  use  o'  killing  that  hog  for  somethin'  that  happened 

twenty-five  years  ago?"  — Cracker. 

*  *        * 

She:  "Arthur,  I  hope  I  didn't  see  you  smile  at 
that   hussy!" 

Arthur:  "I    hope   you   didn't,    my   dear." 

— Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

Are  You  There? 

"It  is  altogether  fitting  and  proper,"  announced 
the  Public  Figure  into  the  trans-Atlantic  telephone, 
"that  we,  representing  two  foremost  educational 
institutions,  should  converse  across  the  fathomless 
deep — " 

"But — "  interrupted  a  voice. 

"And  so  I  take  pride  in  extending,  figuratively, 
the  hand  of  friendship,  nay,  of  fellowship — ?" 

"Say,"  broke  in  the  voice,  "whaddaya  mean, 
friendship  and  fellowship?  You  got  the  wrong  num- 
ber. This  ain't  the  Boy  Scouts  of  America.  You're 
talking  to  the  Chelsea  Bone  Fertilizer  and  Glue 
Refining     Works."  — Lampoon. 


Goblin 


39 


Duo- Art's  Gift 
to  Mankind 


Duo-Art  makes  it  possible  for  posterity  to 
hear  the  actual  playing  of  the  world's 
greatest  pianists  of  this  generation. 

A  hundred  years  hence,  the  world  will  listen 
to  Paderewski  through  the  Duo-Art. 

To-day,  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  music- 
lovers  enjoy  his  actual  interpretations  and 
those  of  other  great  virtuosi,  the  majority 
of  whom  record  exclusively  for  Duo-Art. 

INSTALLED,  EXCLUSIVELY  IN  CANADA, 
IN  THE  MASON  &  RISCH  PIANO 

Grand  and  $QHA 

Upright  Models         t/DU    «P 

MASON  crRISCH 

230  Yonge  Street  Toronto 

Branches  Throughout  Canada 


The  Quickest  Route 

Lost  in  a  Great  City:  "I  say, 
chappie,  how  can  I  get  to  the  city 
hospital?" 

One-Punch  Sweeney:   "Just  you 


:all 


that 


again 


I" 
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It  Was  Elmer 

A  certain  man  was  suspected 
by  his  wife  of  receiving  phone 
calls  from  other  women.  About 
twelve  o'clock  one  night  the  fol- 
lowing conversation  could  be 
heard: 

Husband:  "Hello,    Elmer. 
'Is  this  you,   Elmer. 


Yc 


Eh 


'Yes  I  would,  Elmer. 
'Certainly    I    will,    Elmer. 
'No,  Elmer;  all  right,  Elmer. 
'Of  course  I  will,  Elmer. 
'Well,   good-bye,    Elmer." 
Then    the    man    turned    to    his 
suspicious  wife  and  said: 
"That  was  Elmer,  dear." 

— Missouri  Outlaw. 

*        #        # 

Stranger:  "Tell  me,  have  any  big 

men  ever  been  born  in  this  city?" 

Native:  "No,  sir,  only  babies." 

—  The  Scream. 


True  to  His  Breeding 

"Lay  down,  pup;  lay  down!" 
ordered  the  man.  "Good  doggie — 
lay  down,  I  say." 

"You'll  have  to  say  'Lie  down,' 
Mister,"  declared  a  small  by- 
stander. "That's  a  Boston  ter- 
rier." —  VooDoo. 


"My  mistress  says  that  she  will 
not  require  the  beauty  cream  now. 
It  is  too  late!" 

"How,  too    late?       She    can't    be 
above  forty-five!" 
— Meggendorfer  Blaetter,  Munich. 


Conversation 

Voice   (over   telephone):  "And  a 
dozen  bottles  of  beer." 
"What?" 
"Beer,    beer." 
"Pears?" 
"No,   beer." 

"I  can't  understand  you." 
"Beer    as    in — 
'"For  Lycidas  is  dead,    dead  ere 

his  prime, 
Young    Lycidas,    and    hath    not 

left  his  peer. 
Who  would  not  sing  for  Lycidas? 
He  knew 
Himself   to   sing,   and   build   the 

lofty    rhyme. 
He    must    not    float    upon    his 

Watery  Bier.'" 
"And   you   want   flowers  sent?" 
"Yes,  pick  out  a  nice  big  funeral 
pie:e." 

"What  shall  I  do  with  it?" 
"Hang    it    around    your    neck." 
—Tid-Bits. 

Cop  (to  drunk):  "Hey,  there, 
get  on  your  feet." 

Soak:  "What!  Have  they  come 
off,   too?"  — Gaboon. 
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to  C9BUM  Readers/ 

Now  you  can  obtain  two  copies  of  the  new  GOBLIN 
absolutely  without  cost  and  without  obligation 


EVERYWHERE    the    new    GOBLIN  is    being  ac- 
claimed  as   the   brightest    and    most    individual 
note  in  modern  Canadian  journalism. 

"Your  magazine,''  writes  one  subscriber,  "shows 
plainly  that  Canadian  literature  is  alive  and  coming 
into  its  own!  Such  things  make  me  proud  of  being  a 
Canadian."  Says  another:  "Your  magazine  is  the 
most  entertaining  which  comes  to  my  home."  And 
still  another  writes:  "GOBLIN  is  wonderful.  Keep 
up  the  good  work!" 

An  Unparalleled  Success 

GOBLIN'S  rise  to  public  favor  is  unmatched  in  the 
history  of  Canadian  publishing.  Daily,  from  all  parts 
of  the  country,  come  messages  telling  of  the  success 
with  which  this  unique  magazine  is  meeting,  and  daily 
the  list  of  enthusiastic  subscribers  is  growing  by  leaps 
and  bounds! 

Astonishing  FREE  Offer  ! 

In  order  to  let  even  more  Canadians  learn  thor- 
oughly the  unique  character  of  this  unusual  magazine, 
GOBLIN  is  now  prepared  to  give  away  free  (and 
absolutely  without  obligation)  copies  of  the  next  two 
issues  of  the  publication. 

Send  No  Money 

The  copies  are  easy  to  get.  All  that  is  necessary  is 
to  fill  in  and  mail  the  coupon  at  the  bottom  of  this 
page — or,  if  you  prefer  it,  simply  address  a  letter  to 
The  Circulation  Manager,  GOBLIN,  asking  for  your 
copies. 

Please  Some  Friend 

If  you  are  already  a  regular  subscriber  to  GOBLIN 
you  will  of  course  not  want  the  FREE  copies.  In 
that  case  we  suggest  that  you  please  some  friend  by 
having  them  sent  to  him  or  her.  Just  fill  in  his  or  her 
name  on  the  coupon  instead  of  your  own.     Or,  fill  in 


the  name  of  your  club,  fraternal  organization  or  any 
hospital,  society  or  group  in  which  you  are  interested. 
Everybody  is  always  glad  to  see  GOBLIN  and  wher- 
ever you  send  your  copies  you  are  sure  to  give  pleasure 
to  all. 

No  Obligation 
You  place  yourself  under  no  obligation  to  subscribe 
to  GOBLIN  by  ordering  the  free  copies.  All  we  ask. 
is  that  if,  after  the  two  free  copies  have  been  sent,  you 
decide  not  to  subscribe  you  will  let  us  k^ow  by  letter. 
Otherwise  we  will  simply  take  it  for  granted  that  you 
wish  us  to  continue  sending  the  magazine  and  will 
bill  you  for  $3.00,  the  regular  yearly  subscription. 

Act  at  Once 

Clip  the  coupon  at  the  bottom  of  the  page  now  and 
mail  it  to-day.  The  number  of  copies  which  we  are 
printing  for  free  distribution  is  very  limited  and  we 
do  not  undertake  to  fill  orders  after  it  is  exhausted. 
Orders  will  be  filled  as  received,  so  to  avoid  disap- 
pointment, act  at  once. 

GOBLIN  MAGAZINE, 

1  70  Bay  Street, 

Toronto  2. 

Coupon 

Please  send  two   FREE  copies  of  GOBLIN   to  the 
following  address: 


I  understand  this  places  me  under  no  obligation 
to  subscribe  and  that  I  may  have  you  discontinue 
sending  the  magazine  after  these  two  copies  have 
been  sent. 

Signature 

Address 
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Answers    to  the  Questionnaire 
on  Page  17 

1.  Santa  Maria,  Pinta  and  Nina. 

2.  "My   lord   duke." 

3.  Close  to  the  City  of  Quebec. 
Scene  of  the  battle  of  Wolfe  and 
Montcalm. 

4.  Margaret  Anglin. 

5.  E.  W.  Beatty. 

6.  "In  Flanders'  fields  the  pop- 

pies grow 
Between   the  crosses   row  on 

row 
That  mark  our  place.    And  in 

the  sky 
The  larks  still  bravely  singing 

fly." 

7.  William  Henry  Drummond. 

8.  (1)  The  fly  and  the  fish. 
(2)  The  sparrow.  (3)  The  beetle, 
the  linnet,  the  lark,  the  owl,  the 
rook,  the  dove,  the  thrush,  the  kite 
and  the  bull. 

9.  French  settlers  in  Canada  of 
the  17th  century  who  joined  the 
Indians  hunting,  living  and  inter- 
marrying with  them.  They  were 
pioneers  in  Canadian  exploration. 

10.  Vasco  Nunez  de  Balboa. 

11.  "The  place  of  the  white 
rolling  sands." 

12.  Robert  Cavalier  Sieur  de 
la  Salle. 

13.  General  Wolfe. 

14.  Sir  Sam  Hughes. 

15.  Mary  Pickford. 

16.  Duncan  Campbell  Scott. 

1 7.  Siwash  Rock  in  Stanley 
Park,  Vancouver,  is  a  memorial 
to  Pauline  Johnston,  Indian  poet- 
ess. From  this  point  her  ashes 
were  scattered  on  the  breeze. 

18.  It  was  originally  thought 
they    flowed    from    China. 

19.  Rudyard  Kipling. 

20.  St.  Marys,  Ontario. 

21.  One  o'clock. 
"Hickory,  dickory  dock, 

The  mouse  ran  up  the  clock. 
The  clock  struck  one, 
The  mouse  ran  down, 

Hickory,  dickory,  dock." 

22.  Sir  John  A.  Macdonald. 

23.  Charles  Gorman. 

24.  Tecumseh,  who  headed  the 
Indian  allies  of  Britain  in  the  war 
of    1812. 

25.  Ernest  Seitz. 

26.  Orillia,  Ontario. 

27.  Louis  Reil  and  Sir  Garnet 
Wolseley. 

28.  John  Hanlan. 

29.  Sir  Wilfred  Laurier. 

30.  You.     You.      Me. 


The  Barbarian  at  the  Gate 

(Continued from  page  12) 

normal  human  beings.  But  what 
the  representatives  of  the  Left  seem 
to  forget  is  the  treacherous  nature 
of  the  State  under  whose  dominion 
they  would  place  us.  The  object 
of  Spring  is  not  consolidation  and 
the  creation  of  permanent  frontiers. 
Spring  is  essentially  a  barbarian 
force  ravaging  here  to-day  and  there 
to-morrow.  Is  this  the  sort  of  in- 
fluence to  trust?  There  must  be 
a  method  of  resistance;  we  could 
probably  think  of  one  right  now,  if 
it  were  not  such  a  fine,  enchanting 

day. 

*      *      * 

The  Inside  Story 

(Continued  from  page  33) 

young  man.  You  take  $70,000  and 
like  it,  and  a  little  more  guff  out 
of  you  and  I'll  retract  everything 
and  make  you  take  the  $100,000  I 
originally  offered  you. 

Babe — Oh,  not  that,  Colonel! 
Not  that,  please! 

Col. — Very  well,  then;    will  you 
do  as  I  say  and  take  $70,000? 
Curtain! 

Babe  (reluctantly) — You  have 
the  whip  hand,  Jacob  Ruppert.  I 
admit  defeat.  Temporarily  only, 
though.  I  shall  bide  my  time. 
When  it  comes  I  shall  force  you  to 
allow  me  to  work  for  you  for  prac- 
tically nothing. 

Col. — You  cad,  you  wouldn't 
dare. 

Babe  (sneers) — Oh,  wouldn't  I? 
Just  you  wait.  I'll  get  even  with 
you. 

(Babe  exits,  leaving  Col.  Rup- 
pert thoughtful.) 

Col. — I  wonder — I  wonder  if 
he  would. 

(Col.  Ruppert  shudders.) 

—intheN.Y.  World. 

*  *        * 

True  Love 

He:  "I  love  you,  dearest.  Will 
you  marry  me?" 

She:  "Have  you  seen  father?" 
He:   "Yes,  but  I  still  love  you." 

—Ski    Mah. 

*  *        * 

Awful  Effect  of  Light  Magazines 

"What    do    you     think  of    the 
Museum  of  Art?" 

"Oh,  the  pictures  are  good 
enough,  but  there  ain't  no  good 
jokes  in  under  them." 

— Wesley  an    Wasp. 


mi 

TRAIN  SICKNESS  I 

Mothersill's  prevents  exhaustion, 
nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness  of 
Train  Travel.  Journey  by  Sea, 
Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air  in  Health 
and  Comfort.  33 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The    Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 
New  York  ^T*"3fT^"^^  Montreal 

Paris  t^kW  ^iv^T*^-  London 


SEASICK 
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In  Use 


A  Man  Walks  a  Block  in  1977 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
"I'm  through  with  the  walking 
game  forever,"  he  announced.  "I 
think  I'll  take  the  $50,000  and 
buy  me  a  new  bus.  Why,  I  can 
remember,  back  when  I  was  17, 
every  once  in  a  while  a  pedestrian 
— that's  what  we  called  a  walker 
then — could  cross  a  street  in  noth- 
ing flat  without  getting  hit." 

Winkus  is  said  to  be  considering 
a  vaudeville  tour,  at  a  salary  of 
$2,000  weekly.  In  the  act,  ac- 
cording to  rumour,  he  would  walk 
to  center  stage,  assisted  by  a 
double  guard  rail.  But  followers 
of  sport  are  of  the  opinion  that 
to-day's  grind  left  him  too  weak 
to  ever   fill   such   a  contract. 

— C.    Warden  La  Roe. 

"Is  he  lazy?" 

"Lazy!  Why  he  puts  pop  corn 
in  his  pancake  batter  to  save  him 
the  trouble  of  flipping  them!" 

— Banter. 


■■■:     ■: ~«« 

Famous 
Beauties 

and  Society 
Leaders  the 
World  over 
secure  that 
bewitching, 
attra  c ti ve 
touch  to  their 
complexio  n 
thru 

GOURAUD'S 

CREAMS 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 
In  use  over  85  years 
Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size  33 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son,  Montreal 
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Goblin 


QuickRelief 

CUTS 

BURNS 

BITES 
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D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Do  dels 

•Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 
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P  HEALING^ 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 
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Conscientious 

Stude — I  think  you're  heavenly. 
I  adore  your  dress,  your  beautiful 
hair,  your  wonderful  eyes.  Oh! 
your  eyes  are  ecstatic. 

R.  S. — Oh.  now,  you're  exag- 
gerating. 

Stude  (persistent  and  pointing) 
— Well,  anyway,  that  eye's  good. 

—Pup. 


In   1927 

A  mother  said:  "Now,  Jimmy, 
tell  the  visitor  why  the  five  virgins 
who  took  no  oil  with  them  •were 
foolish.'' 

"Cause  they  were  going  to  swim 
the  Catalina  Channel,"  was^the 
cute  ones  even  cuter  reply. 

— Chaparral. 


The  Perils  of  Courtship 

First  Frosh:  "How's  your  blind 
date  last  night?" 

'N  other  Verdant:  "Awful  thin. 
I  bet  she  could  go  through  a 
flute  without  striking  a  note." 

First  Frosh:  "I'm  off  a  'em,  too. 
Mine  was  too  much  the  opposite. 
I  couldn't  half  entertain  her  from 
one  side,  so  I  walked  around  on 
the  other,  and  damned  if  there 
wasn't  a  senior  having  as  good 
time  as  I  was."       — Cougar's  Paw. 

Point  of  View 

Jacob  was  negotiating  a  loan  from 
his  brother  Solly.  Solly  was  will- 
ing to  make  an  advance,  but  de- 
manded 9  per  cent. 

"Well,"  said  Jacob,  "I  ain't 
kickin',  y'  understand,  but  vot'll 
our  poor  dead  fader  say  ven  he 
looks  down  and  sees  his  son  goug- 
ing 9  per  cent,  out  of  his  own  flesh 
an'  blood?" 

"Don't  you  vorry  about  that, 
Jacob,"  replied  the  lender,  affably. 
"From  vhere  he  is  it'll  look  like  6 
per  cent." 

—  Tit   Bits. 

*  *      * 

Accommodation 

A  young  woman  walked  into  a 
bank  the  other  day  and  stepping 
up  to  the  window,  said: 

"I  would  like  to  open  an  account 
at  this  bank,  please." 

"We  shall  be  very  glad  to  ac- 
commodate you,"  said  the  teller. 
"What  amount  do  you  wish  to 
deposit?" 

"Oh,"  she  said  smiling,  "I  mean 
a  regular  charge  account  such  as 
I  have  at  the  department  stores." 

- — Chaparral. 

*  *      * 

She:  "I  got  my  diploma  from 
cooking  school  to-day.  It's  the 
loveliest  thing.  Parchment  with 
a  big  red  seal.  And  in  honor  of 
the  occasion,  I  cooked  the  dish  you 
are  eating.  My  own  idea  entirely. 
Now  guess  what  it  is. 

He:  "Really,  I  don't  know.  It  is 
— er — is  it  the  diploma? 

— Chaparral. 

First  Sailor  (on  raft):  "There's 
a  shark  following  us." 

Third  Sailor:  "Maybe  he's  hun- 
gry. Throw  him  that  deck  of 
cards." 

Second  Ditto:  "Heck,  that  ain't 
no  card  shark."  — Whirlwind. 


For  the  after-theatre  snack — when  friends  drop  in  of 
an  evening — when  your  fancy  turns  to  a  tasty  tidbit 
and  a  cup  of  fragrant  coffee — the  Hotpoint  Electric 
Percolator  and  Grill  prove  indispensible  servants, 
ever  ready  to  do  your  bidding. 
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SERVANTS/or^  HOME 

Electric  Toasters  ♦  Grills  ♦  Percolators 
Irons  •  •  ♦  Ranges  ♦  *  •  Water  Heaters 

A   Canadian    General    Electric    Product 
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How  Soon  Will  Your  Home  Enjoy 
Symphonic  Radio  Reception 

WITHOUT  BATTERIES,  CHEMICALS  OR  AERIAL? 


This  "ROGERS  BATTERYLESS"  combination  unit  is  setting 
an  entirely  new  standard  of  radio  reception  and  convenience.  The 
receiver  is  the  "ROGERS  BATTERYLESS"  Type  220,  a  5-tube 
model  with  single  dial  control — operating  direct  from  your  home 
lighting  current  without  batteries,  chemicals  or  aerial.  This  receiver 
is  mounted  on  the  ROGERS  "Symphony  Speaker,"  which  carries  a 
specially  designed  long  air  column  type  horn.  The  ROGERS  Sym- 
phony Speaker  has  a  resonant  full-throated  volume  on  the  lower 
register,  yet  gives  clear  and  superfine  definition  to  the  higher  frequency 
notes.  An  added  feature  is  the  Rogers  Special  "Output  Filter,"  which 
gives  added  smoothness  and  clarity  of  tone.  The  price  of  the  type  220 
Receiver  alone  is  $275 — the  Symphony  Speaker  alone  $llO.  The 
combination  (as  illustrated  above),  complete  ready  to  "Plug  in — Then 
tune  in" — $385.    (Prices   slightly   higher   west  of   Fort   William.) 


Created  and  Manufactured  Solely  by 
STANDARD  RADIO  MFG.  CORPN.,  LIMITED— TORONTO 
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NO  BATTERIES 
NO  CHEMICALS 
NO  AERIAL— 


A  Complete 

Compact 

Instrument 

Built  as  a  Unit 
Operated  as  a  Unit 


No  other  Radio  can  offer  you 
"ROGERS-  BATTERY- 
LESS" features.  The  patent- 
ed Rogers  Power  Unit  and 
A/C  tubes  are  exclusive  in 
"ROGERS-  BATTERY- 
LESS." Not  an  ordinary 
radio  set  adapted  to  light 
socket  operation  by  the  ad- 
dition of  cumbersome  and 
costly  accessories,  but  a 
specially  designed  and  con- 
structed machine,  specific- 
ally built  to  provide  the 
utmost  in  dependable  Radio 
performance,  operating  direct 
from  your  light  socket  (either 
25  or  60  cycles)  without 
batteries,  chemicals  or  aerial. 

Ask  the  nearest 

Rogers  Batteryless  dealer 

to  demonstrate 


Hear  Rogers  Batteryless  in 
your  own  home,  operating 
under  the  actual  conditions 
in  your  locality.  Only  in  this 
way  can  you  fully  appreciate 
the  remarkable  power,  tone 
quality  and  convenience  of 
Radio  entertainment  the 
Rogers-Batteryless  way. 


or  lamp  Socket 
in  ijour  home 
.     will  operate 

ROGERSBATTERYLESS ' 


